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| MRS CANDOUR, , ! + MIS POPE. | 
SCENE,. LONDON, 
„ eee 


"PROLOGUE. 


li 3 Mriuen Mx Gxrkioe. 
3 | * 


SCHOOL for Canal Tell me, I beſeech you, 
T3 Needs there a ſchool, this modiſh art to teach you? 
f No need of leſſons now—the knowing think — 
We migkm as well be taught to eat and drink: 
Caus'd by a dearth of Scandal, ſhould the vapours 
Diſtreſs ohr fair ones, let them read the papers; 
Their powerful mixtures ſuch diſorders Hit; | 
Crave what they will, there's quantum ſufficit. 4 
Lord: cries my Lady Wormwood, (who loves tattle, 
| And puts much ſalt and pepper in her prattle) - 
11 Juſt ris'n at noon, all night at cards, when threſhing 
Strong tea and ſcandal—bteſs me, how refreſhing | j + | 
. « Give me the papers, Liſp how bold and free (, 
© Laſt night Lord J. (/s) was caught with Lady D. 
b For aching. heads, what charming /al volatile! ( fps) 
Af Mrs B. will ſtill continne flirting? | MAI 
We hope ſhell drop, or we'll undraww, the curtain | : 
Fine ſatire, . in public all abuſe it; : 
© But, by ourſelves, (% our praiſe we can't refuſe it. 
© Now Liſp, read you—there at that daſh and ftar— 
Ves, Ma'am—A certain Lord had beſt beware, 4 r 
© Who lives not twenty miles from Groſvenor-ſquare: 
© For ſhould he Lady W. find willing=- . 
© Hormavndd is bitter. 4 Oh! that's me-the villain! - 


1 Throw it behind the Gre, and never more m 
Let that vile paper come within my door.“ fr 
Thus at our friends we laugh, who feel the dart, | 
To reach our feelings we ourſelves muſt ſmart,” B 
Is our young bard ſo young. to think that he | 
Can ſtop the full ipring tide of calumny ? | 
© Knows he the world ſo little, and its trade: £ a eo 
. Alas ! the devils ſooner raid than laid. : it 
So ſtrong, ſo ſu ift the monſter, there's no gagging; ho 
Cut Scandal's head of--ftill the tongue is wagging. F +: 
Proud of your ſmiles, once laviſhly beſtow'd, | 
Again our young Don Quixate takes the road, , 
To ſhew his gratitude, he-draws his pen, | 8 a g 
And ſeeks this Hydra, Scandal, in its den; 
From his fell gripe the frighted fa to fa ve ceſz 
„Tho he ſhquld tall, th* attempt "muſt pleaſe the brave, the 
For your applauſe, all perils he would through; | h 
He'll fight—that's write—a cavaliero true, tare 
Till every drop of lluod-ttat's ink—is ſpilt for you. mar 
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SCENE, Lady Sxt8xwELL's Houſe, 


Lady SxEERWELL and SNAKE 5 50 ata Tea Table. 


Lady Suren | 
HE paragraphs, you ſay, Mr Snake, were all 


inſerted, 

Snake, They were, madam; and as I copied them 
myſelf in a feigned hand, there can be no ſuſpicion 
from whence they came. 

L. Sneer. Did you circulate the report of Lady 
Brittle's intrigue with captain Boaſtall? 

Snake. That's in as fine, a train as your Ladyſhip © 
could wiſh, in the common courſe of things. I think 
it muſt reach Mrs Clacket's ears within twenty-four 


hours, and then the buſineſs, you know, is as good as 


done. 


L. Sneer. Why yes, Mrs Clacket has talents, and. 


a good deal of induſtry, 

Snake. True, madam, and has been tolerably ſuc- 
ceſsful in her day; to my knowledge, ſhe has been 
the cauſe of fix matches being broken off, and 


three ſons difinherited ; of four forced e elopements, as 


many eloſe confinements, nine ſepatate maintenances, 
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| Needs there a ſchool, this modiſh art to teach you? 
No need of lefſons now—the knowing think—— * 
We might as well be taught to eat and drink: | | 
Caus'd by a dearth of Scandal, ſhould the vapours 
Diftreſs our fair ones, let chem read the papers; | 
Their powerful mixtures ſuch, diſorders tit; A 
Crave what they will, there's ans ALE. | 
Lord. cries. my Lady Wormwood, (who loves tattle, 
| And puts much alt and pepper in her prattle) | 
1 Juſt ris'n at noon, all night at cards, when threſhing 
| Strong tea and ſfeandal—bteſs me, how refreſhing }- | 
« Give me the papers, Liſy—how bold and free | (%) 
© Laſt night Lord I. (/g) was caught with Lady D, 
For aching. heads, what charming /al volatile! ( fps) 
Af Mrs B. will ſtill continue flirting, b FA 
We hope ſhell drow, or we'll undraw, the curtain ; 
© Fice-fatire, 127 in public all abuſe it; J 
© But, by ourſelves, {ps our praiſe we can't refuſe it. 
© Now Liſp, read you—there at that daſh and ftar— 
Ves, Ma'am—A certain Lord had beſt beware, . 7 
© Who lives not twenty miles from Groſvenor-ſquare : 
© For ſhould he Lady W. find willing 7 
ormappod is bitter... — 4 Oh ! that's me-the villain! 


| Throw it behind the fre, and never more m 
Lat that vile paper come within my door.” fr 
Thus at our friends We laugh, who feel the dart, f 

To reach our feelings we ourſelves muſt ſmart,” B 


Is our young bard ſo young. to think that he 
Can ſtop the full ipring tide of calumny? 


- Knows he the world ſo little, and its trade ? | co 

| Alas! the devil's ſooner rais'd: than laid. | it 
# So ſtrong, ſo ſwitt the monſter, there's no gagging ;* ho 
Cut Scandal's head of--fiill the tongue is wagging. a 
þ Proud of; your ſmiles, once laviſhly beſtow'd, 
1 Again our young Don Quixote takes the road, 5 
To ſhew his gratitude, he draws his pen, | | a g 

And ſeeks this Hydra, Scandal, in its den; 0 

Ne his fell gripe the frighted fair to fave—— ceſc 
ho” he ſhquld tall, th* attempt muſt pleaſe the brave, the 


For your applauſe, all perils he would through; 
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SCENE, Lady Sxrtzwrr's Houſe, 


Lady SNEERWELL and Snare diſcovered at a Tea Table. 


Lady Sucer well. | 
HE paragraphs, you ſay, Mr Snake, were all 


inſerted, 

Snake, They were, madam; and as I copied them 
myſelf in a feigned hand, there can be no' ſuſpicion 
from whence they came. 

L. 'Sneer. Did you circulate hs report of Lady 
Brittle's intrigue with captain Boaſtall? 

Snake. That's in as fine a train as your Ladyſhip 
could wiſh, in the common courſe of things. I think 
it muſt reach Mrs Clacket's ears within twenty-four 
hours, and then the buſineſs, you know, is as good as 
done. 

L. Sneer. Why yes, Mrs Clacket has talents, and 
a good deal of induſtry, 

Snake. True, madam, and has been tolerably ſuc- 
ceſsful in her day ; to my knowledge, ſhe has been 
the cauſe of fix matches being broken off, and 
three ſons difinherited ; of four forced elopements, as 

many cloſe confinements, nine ſeparate maintenances. 
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traced her cauſing a fete. a. tete in the Town and Coun- 
try Magazine, when the parties never ſaw one another 
before in their lives. 

L. Sneer. Why yes, ſhe has genius, but her man- 
ner is too groſs, 

Snake, True, madam, ſhe has a fine tongue, and a 


bold invention; but then, her colouring is too 


dark, and the outlines rather too extravagant ; ſhe' 
wants that delicacy of hint, and mellownefs of ſneer, 
which diſtinguiſhes your ladyſhip's ſeandal. 

L. Sneer. You are partial, Snake, 

Sneke, Not in the leaſt; every body will allow 


that Lady Sneerwell can do more with a word or a 


look, than many others with the moſt laboured de- 
tail, even though they accidentally happened to have 
a little truth on their fide to ſupport it. 

L. Sneer. Yes, my dear Snake, and I'll not deny 
the pleaſure I have at the ſucceſs of my ſchemes ; 
(beth riſe) wounded myſelf, in the early part of my 


life, by the envenomed tongue of ſlander, I confeſs 


nothing can give me greater ſatisfaction, than reduc- 


and two divorces ;=nay, I have more than cnce 


ing others to the level of my own injured reputa» 


tion. 

Snake. True, madam ; but there- is one affair, in 
which you have lately employed me, wherein I con- 
fels I am at a loſs to gueſs at your motives... . 


L. Sneer. I preſume you mean with regard. to my 


friend Sir Peter Teazle, and his family. 

Snake, I do; bere are two young men, to whom 
Sir Peter has acted as guardian fince their father's 
death; the eldeſt poſſeſſing the moſt amiable charac» 
ter, and univerſally well ſpoken of; the. youngeſt 


the moſt diſſipated, wild, extravagant young fellow 
in the world; the former 


an avowed admirer of 


your ladythip, and apparently your favourite; the 
latter attached to Maria, Sir Peter's ward, and con- 
feſſedly admired by her: Now, on the face of theſe 
- circumſtances, it is utterly ugaccountable to me, 
why you, the widow of a city knight, with a large 
fortune, ſhould not immediately cloſe with the 

SLE, paſſion 


* 
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paſſion of a man of ſuch character and expeRation 
as Mr Surface; aud more fo, why you are ſo un- 
commonly carneſt to deſtroy the mutual attachment 
ſabſiſting between his brother Charles and Maria. 

L. Sneer. Then at once, to unravel this my ſtery, 
I muſt inform you, that love has no ſhare Whatever 
in the intercourſe between Mr RED and me. | 

Snake. 3 

L. Sneer. : His- real views are to Marta. Or 
her fortune, —_— in his brother he finds a favoured - 
rival ; he is, therefore, . obliged to maſk his real 
intentions, and profit by my afliſtance. 
Snake. Yet till I am more puzzled why you ſhould 
intereſt yourſelf for his ſucceſs. 
- IL. Sncer. Heavens! how dull you are! Can't you 
; ſurmiſe a weakneſs J have hitherto, through ſhame, 
| concealed even from you? Mult I — 1 it, that 


y Charles, that profligate, that libertine, that bankrupt 
z in fortune and reputation, that he it is for whom I am 
y anxious and malicious, and to gain whom I would 
(+ ſacrifice every thing. 
2 » Snake, Now, indeed, your conduct appears con- 
* Gfent ; : but pray, how came you and Mr Surface ſo 
| confidential? 
in L. Steer. For our mutual intereſt : he pretends to, 
n- and recommends, ſentiment and liberality; but I 
know him to be artful, cloſe and malicious. In ſhort, 
my a ſentimental knave ; while with Sir Peter, and, in- 
| deed with moſt of his acquaintance, he- paſſes for a 
om youthful miracle of virtue, good ſenſe, and bene vo- 
er's lence. 
rac» Snake. Yes, I know Sir Peter vows he has not his 
peſt : fellow in England, and has praifed him as a man of 
low character and ſentiment: 
r of L. Sneer, Ves; and with the appearance» of being 
the ſentimental, he has brought Sir Peter to favour his. 
con- addreſſes to Maria, while poor Charles bas no friend 
theſe in the houſe, though I fear he has a powerful one in 
me, Maria's heart, againſt whom we mult direct our 
large | ſchemes. 
the | | Enter 
zaſſion 
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Enter Servant. 
Serv. Mr Sarface, madam. - < | 


I. Sneer. Shew him up; (Exit ſervant) he gene- 


rally calls about this hour—T dont wonder at people's 
giving him to me for a lover. 
Enter JostxH SURFACE. 


I% Lady Sneerwell, good morning to you Mr 


ake, your moſt obedient. 
L. Sneer. Snake has juſt been rallying. me upon our 
attachment, but I have told him our real views; I need 
not tell you how uſeful he has been to us, and believe 
me, our confidence has not been ill placed. 


Je. Oh, madam, tis impoſſible for me to ſuſpect a 


man of Mr Snake's merit end accompliſhments. 
L. Sneer. Oh, no compliments; but tell me When 


'you ſaw Maria, or, what's more material to us, your 


brother; 7 
7. I have not ſeen either ſince I left you, but I 


eon tell you they never meet; ſome of your flories 


have had a good effect in that quarter. 
L. Saucer. The merit of this, my dear Snake, belongs 
to you; but do your brother's diſtreſſes increale? 


Fo: Every hour; I am told he had another execu- \ 


tion in his houſe yeſterday—In ſhort, his diſſipation 


and extravagance exceed any thing I ever heard, 


L. Sneer, Poor Charles! 
/. Aye, poor Charles indeed! notwithſtanding 


bis extravagance one cannot help pitying him; I wiſh 
it was in my power to be of any eſſential ſervice to 


him ; for the man who does not feel for the diſtreſſes 


of a brother, even though merited by his own miſcon- 


duct, deſerves to be F 
L. Sneer, Now you abe going to be moral, and for- 
get you are among friends. p 
of. Gad, fo I was, ha! ha !—T'll keep that ſenti- 


| ment *till I ſee Sir Peter, ha! ha! however, it would 


certainly be a generous act in you to reſcue Maria 


from ſuch alibertine, who, if he is to be reclaimed at 


all, can only be ſo by a perſon of your ſupetior accom- 


Snake. 


See for Srandaley © o. 


Sake,” I believe, Lady Speerwell, here's, company 
coming; I'll go and copy the letter I mentioned, to- 
your lady ſnip. Mr Surface, your moſt, obedient. (Exit. - 

Fof. Mr Snake, your moſt obedient. I wonder, 
Lady Sneerwell, you would put any confidence in 
that fellow. | iN 

L. Sncer. Whiy ſo ? key; 

of. T-have: diſcovered he has of late had ſeveral 
conferences-with old Rowley, who was formerly. my 
father's ſteward; he has never, you know, been a friend 
of mine. | | 7 

L. Sneer. And: would you think he, would ' betray. 
us'? 53 

Fof. Not unlikely; and take my: word for it, Lady 


Sneerwell, that fellow has not virtue enough to be 


faithful to his on villainies. | 3 
| Euter Maria. | 


1 13 Ab, Maria, my dear, how do you do? 


What's the matter? 4 

Mar. Nothing, madam, only this odious lover of 
mine, Sir Benjamin Backbite, and his uncle Crabtree, 
juſt called. in at my guardian's ; but I took the firſt 
opportunity to ſlip out, and run away to your Lady- 


ſhip. 
L Sneer, Is that all? | 3 
Je. Had my brother Charles been of the party, you © 
would not have been ſo much alarmed. ; 
L. Sneer. Nay, now you are too ſevere ; for I dare 
ſay the truth of the matter is, Maria heard you was 
here, and therefore came; but pray, Maria, what par- 
ticular objection have you to Sir Benjamin that you 
avoid him ſo? | 
Mar. Oh, madam, he has done nothing; but his 
whole converſation is a perpetual libel upon all his ac- 
quaintance. 
Fof. Yes, and the worſt of it is, there is no advan- 
tage in not knowing him, for he would abuſe a ſtranger 
V ſoon as his beſt friend, and his uncle is as mw 
| ar. 
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Mar. For my part, I own wit loſes its reſpect with 
me, when I ſee it in company with malice hat 
think you, Mr Surface? 

Foſ. To be ſure, madam, to mile at a jeſt, that 
plants a thorn in the breaſt of another, is to becomes 
a principal in the miſchief, 

Z. Sneer. Pſha—there is no poſſibility of being 
witty without a little ill nature; the malice in a 
good thing is the band that makes it ſtick.—— What 
is your real opinion, Mr Surface? 

— Why my opinion is, that where the ſpirit of 

lery is ſupprefled, the converſation muſt be natu- 
rally inſipid. 

Mar. Well, I will not argue how far ſlander may 
be allowed; but in a man, I am ſure it is deſpicable. 
We have pride, envy, rivalſhip, and a thouſand. 
motives to depreciate each other; but the male ſlan- 
derer muſt have the cowardice of a woman, before 
be can. ttaduce one. i 


— Enter 3 


Serv, Mrs Candour, madam, if you are at leiſure, 
will leave her carriage. 
L. Sneer. Deſire her to walk up, {Exit Servant.) 


Now, Maria, here's a character to your taſte; though 
Mrs Candour is a little talkative, yet every body al- 


lows ſhe is the beſt natured fort of woman in the world. 
Mar. Yes—with the very groſs affectation of good 
nature, ſhe does more miſchief than the direct malice 
of old Crabtree. 
Jo. Faith it's very true; and. whenever I hear 
the current of abuſe runding hard againſt the cha- 
rafter of. my beſt friends, I never think them in ſuch 


danger, as when Candour undertakes their defence, 
L. Sneer. Huſh! huſh! here ſhe is. 


Enter Mrs Caxnous, 


Mrs Cand. Oh | my dear Lady Sneerwell; well, 
how da you? Mr Surface, your moſt obedient.— 
Is there any news abroad? No! nothing good I ſup- 
poſe No, nothing but ſcandal!—nothing but ſcandal ! 


of. In ſo iadeed, madam. 
7 Mr. Cand. 


a en r 


2. 88 
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8 well, 
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4 1 ſup- 
ſcandal ! 


r. Cands 


Ji. Cand. Nothing but ſcandal! Ah; Maris, how 
do you do, child? what f is every thing at an end be- 


ployed. = © So 
Mrs Cand. Aye, ſo am I, child but what can one 


 -and Mrs 


 eaught his wife at a houſe of no extraordinary fame, 
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tween you and- Charles? What! is he too extravagant? 
Aye! che town talks of nothing elſe. 
Mar. Tam ſorry, madam, the town is fo ill em- 


do? we can't ſtop people's tongues,—They hint too, 
that your guardian and his lady dan't live ſo agreg- - 
ably together as they did. 50017715 i 
Mar. I am ſure ſuch reports are without foundation. 
Mrs Cand, Aye, ſo things generally are: It's like 
Mrs Faſhion's affair with Colonel Coterie: though, 
indeed, that affair was never rightly cleared up; and 
it was but yeſterday Miſs Prim afſured me, that Mr 
1 are now become mere man and 
wife, like the reſt of their acquaintance, She like- 
wiſe hinted, that a certain widow in the next ſtreet © 
had got rid of her dropſy, and recovered her ſhape in 
.a moſt ſurpriſing. manner. | on Y 
Fef. The licence of invention tome people give 
themſelves, is aſtoniſhing. Wen D 4 
Mrs Cand. "Tis ſo—but how will you ſtop peo- | 
ple's tongues ?. Twas but yeſterday Mrs Clacket in- 
formed me, that our old friend Miſs Prudely was 
going, to elope, and that her guardian caught her juſt 
ſtepping into the York Diligence, with her dancing 
malter. I was informed too, that Lord Flimſy 


and that Tom Saunter and Sir Harry Idle were to 
meaſure ſwords on à ſimilar occaſion.— But I dare 
lay. there is no truth in the ſtory, and I would not 
circulate ſuch a report for the world, | 

Jeſ. You report! No, no, no. 3 

Mrs Cand, No, no, — tale · bearers are juſt as bad 
as the tale makers. | : 

1 Enter SexvAnT. | 

Serv. Sir Benjamin Backbite and Mr Crabtree. 

| | $9 | | [Exit Servant. 
| Eater 
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nt . © Enter Sis BAuA and CnAapTREE. 
| "Crab, Lady 'Sheerwell, ' your moſt obedient hem- 
Wl ble ſervant; Mrs Candeur, I believe you don't ” know 
my nephew, Sir Benjamin Backbite; he has a very 
Pretty taſte for poetry, and ſhall make d rebus or a 
f - *harade with any one. + 
Stir Benj. Oh ſie! uncle, 
Crab. In faith he will: did you / ever hear the 
Ines he made at Lady Ponto's rour, on Mrs Frizzle's 


feathers catching fire; and the rebuſes—— his firſt y 
| is the name of a fiſh; he! next a gent: naval -c com- f 
J mander, and | 1, 
{ Sir Bey, Uncle, now pr? thee. ASS | 8 
| L. Sneer. I wonder, Sir Benjamin, you never pub- ft 


1iſh any thing. 
Sir Benj. Why, to ſay the truth, tis very vulgar N 
to print and As my Ittle dreduttions are chietly at 

ſatires, and lampoons on particular perſons, I find 


= 
—— 
: 3 = — 


| ' they circulate better by giving copies in confidence cu 

5 to the friends of the parties — however, I have 

| Tome love elegies, which when favoured by this 
lady's ſmiles, ( Maria) I mean to give to the public. bl 
Crab. Foregad, madam, they'll immortalize you, cu! 
| (to Maria) you will be handed down to poſterity, like no 
FW! Petrarch's Laura, or Waller's Sachariſſa. Fs 


Sir Benj, Les, madam, I thirk - you'll Aike them, pro 
„ 10 Maria) when” you ſhall fee them on a beautiful (wl 


quarto type, where a neat rivulet of text ſhall murmur Let 
through a meadow of margin ; — Foregad, they'll be ſet : 
the moſt elegant things of their kind,” ing 
Crab. But, odſo, Ladies, did you hear the ve? Miſ 
Mi Cand. What do you mean the report of of a 
Crab. No, madam, that's not it Miſs Nicely - 'going 0 
to be married to her own footman. C 
Mrs Cand. Impoſſible!i! N ö how 


Sir Benj. Tis very true indeed, W every pect. 
thing is fixed, and the wedding liveries beſpoke. 
wp Yes, and they do ſay there were very preſſing 
_ - $s for 1 It, 


i * Cong. I heard ſomething of this before. 
+, Seer; 
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L. Sacer. Oh I it canhot be; and L wonder they'd 


report ſuch a thing of ſo prudent a lady. 7 
Sir Benj. Oh! but madam, that is the very-reaſon 
that it was believed at once; for ſhe has always been 
ſo very cautious and reſerved, that every body was 
ſure there was ſome reaſon for it at bottom, 
Mrs Cand. It is true, there is a fort of puny, fickly 
reputation, that would outlive the robuſter character of 
an hundred prudes. 5 5 | 
Sir Benj. True, madam; there are valetydinarians 
in reputation as well as conſtitution, who being con- 
ſcious of their weak part, avoid the leaſt breath of air, 
and ſupplying their want of ſtamina by care and circum- 
ſtances, bave often given riſe to the moſt ingenious tales. 
Crab. Very true ; but odſo, ladies, did you hear of 
Miſs Letitia Piper's loſing her lover and her character 
at Scarborough.—Sir Benjamin, you remember it. Ke 
Sir Benj. Oh, to be ſure, the moſt whimſical cir- 


-cumitance. | 


L. Sneer. Pray let us hear it. : 

Crab. Why, one evening, at Lady Spadille's- aſſem- 
bly, the converſation happened to turn upon the-diffi- 
culty of breeding Nova Scotia ſheep in this country ; 
no, ſays. a lady preſent, I:have ſeen an inſtance of it, 
for a couſin of mine, Miſs Letitia Piper, had one that 
produced ins. What, what, ſays old Lady Dundizzy, 
(whom we all know is as deaf as a poſt) has Miſs 
Letitia Piper had twins—This, you may eaſily imagine, 
ſet the company in a loud laugh; and the next morn- 


ing it was every where reported, and believed, that 


Miſs Letitia Piper had actually been brought to bed 


of a fine boy and girl. | 


Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! 

Crab. "Tis true, upon my honour, —Oh, Mr Surface, 
how do you do? T hear your uncle, Sir Oliver, is ex- 
pected in town; ſad news upon his arrival, to heat 
* your Res has gone on, 

of. I hope no buſy people have already prejudiced - 
inn ainſt him—he — reform. N 

ir Ben. True, he may; for my part, I never 
thought him ſo utterly void of principle as people ſay, 

Au - B a 


— 
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and though he has loſt all his friends, I am told no- 
| body is better ſpoken of amongſt the Jews. 
„ Crab. Foregad, if the Old Jewry was a ward, Charles 
1 would be an alderman, for he pays as many annuities 
as the Iriſh Tontine; and when be is fick, they have 
prayers for his recovery in all the Synagogues. | 
Sir Benj, Yet no man lives in greater ſplendor.— 
They tell me, when he entertains his friends, he can 
fit down to dinner with a dozen of ſecurities, his own- 
have a ſcore of tradeſmen waiting in the antichamber, 


1 


and an officer behind every gueſt's chair. W 
Jeſ. This may be entertaining to you, gentlemen ; 
0 but you pay very little regard to the feelings of a brother. 
1 - Mar. Their malice is intolerable. (4fide.) Lady 
/ |. Sneerwell, I muſt wiſh you a good morning; I'm not | 


| very well. | [Exit Maria. 
q | . rs Cand. She changes colour, 
| L. Sneer. Do, Mrs Candour, follow her. 
Mrs Cand. To be ſure I will ;—poor dear girl, who 
knows what her ſituation may be. {Mrs Cand. fo!lows her. 
I. Sneer. Twas nothing but that ſhe could not bear: 
; "to hear Charles reflected on, notwithſtanding their dif- 
ference. 
| Sir Benj. The yaung lady's penchant is obvious, 
Crab. Come, don't let this difhearten you—follow 
10 her, and repeat ſome of your odes to her, and “Il aſſiſt 
Lil - yaw | | | 
1 : Sir Benj. Mr Surface, I did not mean to hurt you, 
but depend on't, your brother is utterly undone. 
Crab. Oh! undone as ever man was—can't raiſe a 
guinea. - | 
Sir Benj. Every thing 1s ſold, I am told, that was 
moveable. | 
Crab. Not a moveable left, except ſome old bottles, 
and ſome pictures, and they ſeem to be framed in the 
wainſeot, egad. 1 
A Sir Benj. I am ſorry to hear alſo ſome bad ſtoxies of ; 
him. | 
Crab. Oh ! he has done many mean things, that's 
. certain, . - 
Sir Benj. But, however, he's your brother, | & 
: | Crab. » 
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Crab. Aye! as he is your brother—we'll tell you 
more another opportunity, {Exeunt Crab. and Sir Benj. 


L. Sneer. Tis very hard for them, indeed, to leave 


a ſubject they have not quite run down. 

Foſ. And J fancy their abuſe was no more accepta- 
ble to your ladyſhip than to Maria. > 

L. Sneer. I doubt her affections are farther engaged 
than we imagine ;—but the family are to be here this 
afternoon, ſo you may as well dine where you are; we 
ſhall have an opportunity of obſerving her further: 


in the mean time I'll /go and plot miſchief, and you 
ſhall Rudy. =» = -(Exeunts 


SCENE, Sir Perez TzAzTz's Houſe. 


Enter Sir PRTER TRAZLTE. 

Sir Pet, When an old batchelor marries a young 
wife, what is he to expe !? ——YTis now above fix 
months fince my Lady Teazle made me the happieſt of 
men — and I have been the moſt miſerable dog ever 
fince, —— We tifted a little going to church, and fairly 
quarrelled before the bells were done ringing. I was 
more than once nearly choaked with gall during. the 


. honey-moon, and had loſt every ſatiifaction in life, be- 


fore my friends had done wiſhing me joy. ——— And 
yet, I choſe with caution a girl bred wholly in the 
country, who bad never known luxury, beyond one 
filk gown, or diſſipation beyond the annual gala of a 
race ball, Vet now, ſhe plays her part in all the 
extravagant fopperies of the town, with as good a 
grace as if ſhe had never feen a buſh, or a praſs plot 
out of Groſvenor. Square.— I am ſacered at by all 
my acquaintance——paragraphed in the newspapers 
— ſhe diffipates my fortune, and contradicts all m 

humours, And yet, the worſt of it is, I doubt 

love her, or I ſhould never bear all this but I am 


determined never to be weak enough to let her know 
it No! No! No! | | 


{ WP Duater Rowrer. . 
Rowl. Sir Peter, your ſervant, how do find yourſelf 
* e V2 Sir Pet, 


\ 


l E 1 1 | 
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* Sir Pet. Very bad, Mr Rowley; very bad indeed. 
Row!. I'm ſorry to hear that what has happened 
| to make you. uneflſy ſince: yeſterday ? , | | 
M Sir Pet. A pretty queſtion: truly to a married man. y 
4 - Rowl. Sure my Lady is not the cauſe! Bl 
Sir Pet. Why! has any one told you ſt e was dead1? 
Nov“. Come, come, Sir Peter, notwithitanding you 
ſometimes diſpute and difagree, I am ſure you love her. 
Sir Pet. Aye, Mr Rowley; but the worſt of it is, 
that in all our diſputes and quarrels, ſhe is ever in the 
- wrong, and continues to. thwart and vex me;—I am 
myſelf the ſweeteſt tempered man in the world, and ſo 
| I tell herjan hundred times a-day. ; 
1 Row). Indeed, Sir Peter.! 
| * Sir Pet. Yes—and, then there's. Lady Sneerwell; 
| and the det ſhe meets at her houſe, encourage her to · diſ- 
* obedience; and Maria, my ward, ſhe. too preſumes to 
have a will of her own, and refuſes the man I propoſe 
10 her; deſigning, I ſuppoſe, to beſtow herſelf and 
fortune. upon that profligate his brother, | 
_  Rowl. You know, Sir Peter, I have often taken 
he liberty to differ in opinion with you, in regard to 
theſe two. young men; for, Charles, my.life on't, will 
retrieve all one day or other. — Their worthy. father, 
my once honoured maſter, at his. years, was full as 
wild and extravagant as Charles now is; but at, his 
death, he did not leave à more benevolent heart, to, 
# lament his loſs, | . T4 
$i Sir Pet. You are wrong, maſter Rowley, you are 
. very wrong: — by their father's will, you know, I 
| became guardian to theſe young men, which gave me 
| an opportunity of knowing their different diſpoſitions ; 
1 but their uncle's eaſtern liberality ſoon took them out 
| of my power, by giving them, an early independence. Ee, 
— But for Charles, whatever good qualities he may 
have inherited, they are long ſince ſquandered away 
with the reſt of his fortune; Joſeph, indeed, is a _ pat» 
tern for the young men of the age—a youth of the 
nobleſt ſentiments, and acts up to the * ſentiments he 


profeſſes. . 
Fs + | Row? 


. 


* 
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Roel. Well, well, Sir Peter, I ſhan't oppoſe your 

opinion at preſent, though I am ſorry, you are pte- 

judiced againſt Charles, as this may probably be the 

moſt critical period of his life, for his uncle, Sir Oliver, 
is arrived, and now in town. 


Sir Pet. What | my old friend, Sir Oliver, is he 


arrived? I thought you bad not expected him this | 


month. 

Neol. No more we did, Sir, but his paſſage has 
been remarkably quick, 

Sir Pet. I ſhall be heartily glad to ſee him—?Tis ſix- 
teen years ſince old Nol and I met—But does he ftill 
enjoin us to keep his arrival a ſecret from his nephews ? 
- Rewl. He does, Sir; and is determined, under a 
feigned character, to make trial of their diſſerent diſ- 


poſitions. 


Sir Pet. Ah! there is no need of it, for Joſeph, I 
am ſure, is the man— But hark'ye, Rowley, does Sir 
Oliver know that I am married ? 

Rotwl, He does, Sir, and intends ſhortly to wiſh 

u joy. 

* Pet. What, as we wiſh health to 4 friend in a 
conſumption—But I muſt have him at my houſe—do- 


* 
z 


"tag conduct him, Rowley, Dll go and give orders for 


is reception (going.) We uſed to rail at matrimo 
together he has ſtood firm to his text. —But, Rowley, 
don't give him the leaſt hint that my wife and I diſa- 
gree, for I would have him think (heaven forgive me) 
that we are a very happy couple, 


Rewl. Then you muſt be careful not to quarrel 
whilſt he is here. | 


Bir Pet, And ſo we muſt-—but that will be im- 
poſſible !-——-Zounds, Rowley, when an old batche- 


lor marries a young wife, he deſerves,—aye, he de- 
 * Ws the crime carties the puniſiment along 
With. * / | » 


- 
% 
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SCENE, Sir Pers. Tzaz.s's Houle 


Eater Sir PęrER ad Lady TRAZTR. 


4 Sir Perrn. 
ADT Teazle, Lady. Teazle, I won't bear i its 
Z. Teas. Very well, Sir Peter, you may bear | 


it or not, juſt as you pleaſe; but I know I ought to i 

; __ my own way in tas thing, and what's more, 1 
1 { 
f Sir Pet. What, madam ! is there. no re ſpect due to I 

bt the authority of a huſband ? | 

1 L. Teaz. Why, don't I Know that no woman of f 
Jl "faſhion does as ſhe is bid after her marriage. Though I 
44 Lwas bred in the country, I am no ſtranger to that: t 
if you wanted me to have been obedient, you ſhould 7 


have adopted me, and not married me I'm ſure you 
were old enough. 


Sir Pet. Aye, there it» is.—Oons, madam, what tl 
right have you to run into all this extravagance ? bi 
L. Tea. I am ſure I am not more extravagant than 
a woman of quality ought to be. a 

Sir Pat. Slife, madam, I'll have no more ſums 
| ſquandered away upon ſuch unmeaning luxuries ; you pz 
| have as many flowers in your dreſſing room, as woull * uf 
*K turn the Pantheon into à green houſe ; or make a. to 
Wh Fete: Champetre at a maſ. > ſpi 


Þ Fer e bie Mae thee 


| flowers don't blow in cold weather? you muſt blame hi! 
* the climate, and not me - I'm ſure, for my part, I wiſh 
| it was Spring all the your | raunds and. tht roſes grew ho 

14 under our feet. 

1 Sir Pet. Zounds, in, 1 ſhould not na at Ne 
your extravagance if you had been bred to it Had an; 
you any of theſe things befpre you married me ? ch: 

L. Teaz., Lord, Sir Peter, haw can you be angry Ke 
at thofe little elegant expences ? 1 hg] 
1653 : ir 
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Sir Pet, Hod you any of thoſe Httle elegant expences 
hen · you married me.? 

L. Teaz För my part, I thiak you ought to be 
pleaſed your wife ſhould be thought a woman of taſte, 

Sir Pei. Zounds, madam, you had no taſte when 
you married me. F . ; 

L. Trax. Very true, indeed; and after having mar- 
ried you, I ſhould never pretend to taſte again. 

Sir Pet. Very well,” very well, madam; you have 
entirely forgot what your ſituation: was When firſt 1 
ſaw you: | | 

L. Teaz. No, no, I hive not; a very diſagreeable 
ſituation it was, or I am ſure I never ſhould have mar- 
ried you. | | | | 
Sir Pet. You forget the humble ſtate I took you 
from—the daughter of a poor country *Squire—When. 
] came to your father's, I found you fitting at your 


tambour, in a linen gown,. a bunch of keys at yohr” 


ſide, and your hair combed-ſmoothly over a roll. 

L. Teaz. Yes I remember very well ;<wy daily 
occupations. were. to averlook- the dairy, ſuperintend 
the poultry, make extracts from the family receipt 
book, and comb my aunt Deborah's lap dog: 

Sir Pet. Oh! I am glad to find you have fo good 
a- recollection. . 4 etch 

L. Teaz. My evening employments were to draw 
patterns far ruffles, which I had no materials to make 
up; play at Pope Joan with the curate; read a ſermon 
to my aunt Deborah, or perhaps be ſtuck up at an old 
ſpinnet to thrum my father to ſleep ifter a fox chace. 

Sir Pet. Then you was glad to take a ride; out be- 
hind the butler, upon the old dack'd coach horſe. 
: > Teaz. No, no; I deny the butler and the coach 
orie 207 

Sir Pet. J ſay you did. This was your ſituation 
Now, madam, you muſt have your coach, vis-a-vis, 
and three powdered footmen to walk before your 
chair; and in ſummer, two white cats to draw you to 
Kenſington gardens ; and inſtead of your living in that 
Hale in the country, I have brought you home here, 
made 


A \ 


— 
- 
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made you a woman of fortune and of quality—ia ſhort, 
. madam, I have made you my wife, 
L. Teaz, Well, and there is but one*thing more you 
can now do to add to the obligation, and that is 
Sir Pet. To make you my widow, I ſuppoſe. 
J.. Teaz, Hem ! 
Sir Pet. Very well, madam, very well; Jam much 
oblized to you for the hint. s 
I. Teaz. Why then will you force wu to fay ſhock- 
jag things to you. But now we have finiſhed our 
morning converſation, I preſume I may go to my en- 
| gagements at Lady Sneerwell's. | 
4 Sir Pet. Lady Sneerwell ! a precious een 
| you have made her too, and the ſet chat frequent her 
N bouſe.— Such a ſet, mercy on us! Many a wretch who 
15 bas been drawn upon a hurdle, has done leſs miſchief 
| than thoſe barterers of forged lies, Coiners of ſcandal, 
F _ clippers of reputation. 
eaz; How can you be ſo ſevere; I'm ſure they 
are —_ _people of faſhion, and very tenacious of repu- 
tation. n 

Sir. Pet. Yes, ſo tenacious of it, they'll not allow it 
to any but themſelves. - 

L. Teas. I yow, Sir Peter, when I'fay an ill natur- 
ed thing, I mean no barm by it, for I take it for grant- 
ed they'd do the {ame by me. 

| Sir Pet. They've-made you as bad as any of them. 
BY I. Teax. | bak think I bear my part with a toler- 
able grace 
Sir Pet. Grace indeed 
I. Traa. Well, but, Sir Peter, you know you pro- 5 
| | nike to come. D ln 
| Sir Pet. Well I ſhall juſt call in to look after my f 
own character. p 
L. Teaz. Then, upon my word, you muſt make 
haſte after me, or you'll be too late. (Exit L. Traale. 7 
Sir Pet. I have got much by my intended expoſtu- 
i lation—What a charming ait ſhe bas !—what a neck, 
and how pleafingly ſhe ſhews her contempt of my au- . 
thority Well, though I can't make her love me, 
"op 
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tis ſome pleaſure to teaze her a little, and I think ſhe 
never appears to, ſuch advantage, as when ſhe is doing 


ws, ©] 


SCENE, Lavy SnzzxweLt's Houſe. , 


Futer Lavy SxEERWE!LL, CRABTREE, Sik BExJaA- 
MIN, Josern, Mas CanDovur, and MARIA. 


L. Sacer. Nay, poſitively we'll have it. 

Je. Aye, aye, the epigram by all means, | 
Sir Berg. Oh] plague on it, it's mere nonſenſe, 

Crab. Faith, ladies, *twas excellent for an extem- 

re, | 

Sir Benj. Bot, ladies, you ſhould be acquainted 
with the circumſtances You muſt know that one 
day laſt week, as Lady Bab Curricle was taking the 
duſt in Hyde Park, in a fort of duodecimo-phaeton, ſhe 
defired me to write ſome verſes on her ponies; upon 
which I took out my pocket book, and in a moment 
produced the following: pRB SS 3 

« Sure 1 two ſuch beautiful ponies, 

© Other horſes are clowns, and theſe macaronies ; 

* To give them this title I'm ſure can't be wrong, 

Their legs are ſo ſlim, and their tails are ſo long.“ 

Crab. There ladies, — done in the crack of a whip 
—and on horſeback too. * : 
{ Fof. Oh! a very Phebus mounted 

Yrs Cand, I muſt have a cepy. 

Enter LAY TeAzLE. 

I. Bucer. ] Lady Teazle, how do you do I hope we 
mall ſee. Sir Peter. | | . 

L. Teaz. I believe he fhall wait on your ladyſhip 
preſently. | | f 33 

L. Sneer. Maria, my love, you look grave; come, 


you ſhall fit down to piequer with Mr Surface. 


Mar. I take very little pleaſure in cardg—but- PII 
do as your Ladyſhip pleaſes. 9 


I. Teaz. I wonder he would fit down to candid with 


Maria. L thought he would have taken an op- 
portunity of ſpeaking to me before Sir Peter came. ( Aal. 
mY | | Mrs Cond. 


az _.  Sebool for Scandat. 


Mr: Cand. Well, now I'll forſwear his fociety.( Afide. 
„IL. Teaz. What's the matter, Mrs Candour ? \ 
s Cand. Why, they are ſo cenforious they won't 
allow our friend, Miſs Vermilion, to be hardſdme 
L. Sneer. Oh, ſurely ſhe's a pretty woman. 
Crab. I'm glad you think ſo, 
Mrs Cand. She has a charming freſh colour. 
L. Teaz. Ves, when it is freſh put on. 
Mrs Cand. Well, I'll ſwear 'tis natural, for "Ig ſeen 
it come and 
IL. Teas. Yes, it comes at night, and goes hats in 
the morning. 
Sir, Benj, True, madam, it not only goes and comes, 
but what's more, her maid can fetch and carry it. 
Mrs Cand. Well,---and what do you Think of her 


4 


filter? 


Crab. What, Mrs Evergreen--foregad, ſhe's fix and 
fifty if ſhe is a day, 

Mrs Cand. Nay, I'll ſwear two or three and fixty 
is the outſide I don't think ſhe looks more · 

Sir Benj. Oh, there's no judging by her looks, un- 
leſs we could ſee her face. 

Z Sneer. Well, if Mrs Evergreen does take ſome 

ains to repair the ravages of time, ſhe certainly effects 

it with great ingenuity, and ſurely that's better than 
the careleſs manner in which the widow Oaker chalks 
her wrinkles. 


Sir Benj. Nay, now, my Lady Shdcrwell; you are 
too ſeverg upon the widow---Come, it 18 not that ſhe 


Paints ſo ill, but when ſhe, has finiſhed her face, the 
Joins it fo badly to her neck, that ſhe 1 


ſee at 


runk is 


mended ſtatue, in Which the connoiſſeur 
once, that the head is modern, though th 
antique. 
Crab. What do you thirk of Miſs Simper ? 

Sir Benj. Why ihe has pretty teeth. a 

Le Teal. Yes, and upon that account never "ſhuts 
her. mouth, but keeps it always a-Jar, as it were, 
thus (Verve ber teeth. 0 

Onmes, Ha, ha, ha 


E. Teas. . 


like. a 


ede . 
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L. Teaz. And, yet I vow that's better than the 
pains Mrs Prim takes to conceal the loſs in front—ſhe 
draws her mouth till it reſembles the aperture of a poor 
box, and all her words appear to ſlide out edge-ways as, 
it Were thus=m——* Hou do you · do, madam ir, 
madam.” 

L. Sneer, Ha, ha, ha; very well, Lady Teazle—TI 
vow you appear to be a "little ſevere. 

L. Teas. In defence of a friend, you know, it is "i 
ee here comes Sir Peter to ſpoil our pleaſantry. 

Enter Sis PETER. p 
Sir Pet. Ladies, your ſervant—mercy upon me! The 
whole ſet—a character dead at every ſentence, [ Ajides 
/ Mrs Cand. They won't allow good qualities to any 
one — not even good nature to our friend Mrs Purſey. 


32 
* 


Crab. What ! the old fat dowager that was at Mrs 


Quadrille's laſt night. 
Mrs Cand, Her bulk is her mis fortune; and when 


ſbé takes ſuch pains to get rid of it, you ought not to 
reflect on her. 8 


L. Sneer, That's very true indeed. : 


Z. Teaz, Yes.—I'm told ſhe abſolutely lives upon 
acids and ſmall whey, laces herſelf with pullies ;—often |, 


in the hotteſt day of ſummer, you will ſee her on a 
little ſquat poney, with her bair plaited and turned 


up like a drummer, and away ſhe goes Paffing round 
the ring in a full trot. 


* 


* 


Sir Pet, Mercy on me ! this is her own relation ; 18 — 


perſon they dine with twice a- week. [ Afide. 

Mrs Cand. I vow you ſhan't be fo ſevere upon the 
dowager; for let me tell you, great allowances are to 
be made for a woman who ſtrives to pals for a flirt at 
lix and thirty. 

L. Sneer. T hovgh ſupely ſhe's handſome ain; ; and 
for the weakneſs in her eyes, couſidering how much 
ſhe reads by candle light, 'tis not to be wondered at. 

Mrs Cand. Very true; and for her manner, I think 
it very graceful, conſidering ſhe never had any educa- 
non; for her mother, you know, was a Welſh williner, 
and her father a ſugar baker at Briſtol. 

Sie. Beny. 


| * 


1 * 
_ 


' 
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= 


2 Sc; for Scandal. 


Mr: Cand. Well, now I'll forſwear his ſociety. ( Aſide, 
IL. Teaz. What's the matter, Mrs Candour ? 


Mr. Cand. Why, they are do cenforious they wont 


allow our friend, Miſs Vermilion, to be handſome. 
L. Sneer. Oh, ſurely ſhe's a pretty woman. 
Crab. I'm glad you think fo, | 
Mrs Cand, She has a charming freſh colour. 
L. Teaz. Les, when it is freſh put on. 
Mrs Cand. Well, I'll ſwear 'tis natural, for I've ſeen 
it come and go. : ; 
L. Teas. Yes, it comes at night, and goes again in 
the morning. | 
Sir Benj, True, madam, it not only goes and comes, 


but what's more, her maid can fetch and carry it, 


Mrs Cand, Well,---and what do you think of her 
filter? f « | 
Crab. What, Mrs Evergreen--"foregad, ſhe's fix and 


fiſty if ſhe is a day. 


Mrs Cand. Nay, I'll ſwear two or three and fixty 
is the outſide I don't think ſhe looks more · 
Sir Benj. Oh, there's no judging by her looks, un- 


leſs we could ſee her face. 


I Sneer, Well, if Mrs Evergreen does take ſome 
pains to repair the ravages of time, ſhe certainly effects 
it with great ingenuity, and ſurely that's better than 
the careleſs manner in which the_widow Oaker chalks 
her wrinkles. 0 

Sir Benj. Nay, now, my Lady Sneerwell, you are 


too ſevere upon the widow--.Come, it is not that ſhe 


paints ſo ill, but when ſhe has finiſhed her face, the 
Joins it ſo badly to her neck, that ſhe "Þ like, a 


mended ſtatue; in which the connoiffeur ſee at 
once, that the head is modern, though thEftrunk is 
antique. of | 

Crab. What do you thirk of Miſs Simper ? 

Sir Benj. Why the has pretty teeth. 


L. Teaz, Yes, and upon that account never ſhuts 
her mouth, but keeps it always a-jar, as it were, 


thus (bet her teeth.) | 
Onmnes, Ha, ha, ha. 


+ 


L. Trax. 


2 , 


„ un- 


ſome 
effect: 
r than 


chalks 


ou are 
nat - ſhe 
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like, a 
ſee at 
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er ſhuts 
t were, 


L. Trax. 
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L. Trax. And, yet I vow that's better than the 


pains Mrs Prim takes to conceal the loſs in front—ſhe 


draws her nbuth till it.reſembles the aperture of a poor 
box, and all her words appear to ſlide out edge ways as 
it were thus —“ How do you do, madam — Yer, 
madam.” 


L. Sneer. Ha, ha, ha; very well, Lady Teazle—TI L 


"_ you appear to be a 'litle ſevere. 
eas. In defence of a friend, you know, i it is but 
j Bat here comes Sir Peter to ſpoil our pleaſantry. 
Enter Sik PETER. 


Sir Pet. Ladies, your ſervant—mercy upon me! The 
whole ſet—a character dead at every ſentenge. Aldi. 


Mrs Cand. They won't allow good De to any 


one — not even good nature to our friend Mrs Purſey. 


Crab. What! the old fat dowager that was at Mrs | 


Quadrille's laſt night. 
Mrs Cand, Her bulk is her misfortune; and when 


ſhe takes ſuch pains to get rid of it, you ought not to 


reflect on her. 
L. Sneer, That's very true indeed. 


itn the hotteſt day of fummer, you will ſee her on a 
little ſquat poney, with her bait plaited and turned 


up like a drummer, and away ſhe goes G round 
the ring in a full trot. 


perſon they dine with twice a- week. [ Afde. 
Mrs Cand. I vow you ſhan't be ſo ſevere upon the 
dowager; for let me tell you, great allowances are to 


ſix and thirty. 


for the weakneſs an her eyes, conſidering how much 
ſhe reads by candle light, 'tis not to be wondered at. 
Mrs Cand. Very true; and for her manner, I think 


» 


it very graceful, conſidering ſhe never had any educa- 
non; for her mother, you know, was a Welſh williner, 


ad her father a ſugar baker at Briſtol. 


S ir, Beny. | 


A 1, 


5% 
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Z. Teaz, Yes.—I'm told ſhe abſolutely lives WER 
acids and ſmall whey, laces herſelf with pullies ;—often , 


Sir Pet, Mercy on me ! this is her own relation ; ; 2 


be made for a woman who {trives to pals for a flirt at 


L. Sneer. Though ſurely ſhe's handſome ain; ; and 


* 
* 
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Fir 5 Aye, vou ate both of ye tog good natured. Pe 


45 Mr. Cand. Well, I never will join ih the ridicule * 

. ol a friend; ſo I tell my couſin Osle, and 70 all eats th 
i what orefetifions: ſhe has*to benuty. 

Crab. She has the oddeſt countenance—a-colleQion ot 


; f & of features from all the corners of the globe. | 
ba 7 © Sir Benj. She has indeed, an Iriſh: e AA 


Fw Crab. "Caledonian locks.” + b N e ES by 
Sir Ber; Dutch nole, Ou OE - 46s | 
* Crab. ere lips. T W 3 
j Sir Benji. The complexion « Spaniard. . ch 122 | 
tl - Crab. And teeth Tis Chinoiſe. T | 
. Sir Ben. In ſhort, her face reſembles a table & bite 2 
18" at Spa, where no two gueſts'are of a nation. ». fo 
15 Crab. Or a 1 at the cloſe of a general war, "= 
—_* where every member ſeems to have a different intexeſt, 0 
i'm and the — and chin are boys N nn Lu = 
8p Join iſſue. 
28 Sir Benj. Hs, Ha, hi. at S wo. 
bf L. Suter. Ha, Bab Well, vow you are a a couple of in 


ws provoking toads, 
4 Mrs Cand. Well, I vow you ſhan't 1 the * 
ſo let me tell you that, Mrs Ogle, 
"Sir Pet. Madam, madam, 'tis impoſſible to op thoſe ce 
good 'gentlemen's tongues ; but when I tell Nou, Mrs 2 
| | Candour, that the lady they are ſpeaking of is a parti- 
BY cular friend of mine, I bope you will be ſo $009 as not an 
my to undertake-her defence. . 
| L. Sneer. Well ſaid, Sir Peter; but you are a cruel yo 
creature, too phlegwatic yourſelf for a gt. and too of 
peeviſh to allow it to others. 5 
Sir Pet, True wit, madam, is more Ha allied to 
good nature than you are aware of. 
L. Teaz. True, Sir Peter; I believe they *. ſo 
near a · kin that they can never be united. | | 
Sir Benj. Or rather, madam, ſuppoſe. them to be the 
man and wife, one ſo ſeldom ſees them together. PY, 
L. Teaz, But Sir Peter is ſuch an enemy to ſeandal, dot 
I believe he would have it put down by parliament. 
1 Sir Pet. Foregad, madam, if they conſidered the 
'\. ſporting with reputations of as much conſcquence as 
. 9 
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* 
poaching on man6rs, and paſſed an act for the preſer- 
vation of fame, they would find many would thank 
them for the bill. | 
L. Sneer. O lud !—Sir Peter would deprive us of 
our privileges. : 4998 
Sir Pet. Yes, madam; and none ſhould then have 
the liberty to kill characters, and run down reputations, 
bur privileged old maids, and diſappointed widows. 
L. Sneer. Go, you monſter : | 
Mrs Cand. But ſurely you would not be fo ſevere 
on thoſe who report what they hear? 
Sir Pet. Ves, madam, I would have law for them 


too; and wherever the drawer of the lie was not to be 


found, the injured party ſhould have a right to come 
on any of the indorſers. 
Crab. Well, I verily believe there never was a 
ſcandalous ſtory without ſome foundation. | 
Sir Pet. Nine out of ten are formed on ſome mali- 
cious invention, or idle repreſentation. 
L. Sneer. Come, ladies, ſhall we fit down to cards 


in the next room ? EY 
Enter a SzRvanT who whiſpers SIX PeTER, } 
Sir Pet. Vl come directly I'll fteal away unper- 
ceived. [ Afide. 
E. Sneer, Sir Peter, you're not leaving us. . 

Sir Pet. I beg pardon, ladies, 'tis particular buſineſa, 
and I muſt—But Ileave my character behind me. [ Exit. 

Sir Benj. Well, certainly, Lady Teazle, that lord of 
yours is a ſtrange being; I could tell you ſome ſtories 
of him would make you laugh heartily, if he was not 
your huſband. | | 

Z. Teaz. Oh, never mind that. This way. 

| [They wall up and exeunt.. 

Fof. You take no pleaſure in this ſociety. 

Mar. How can I! If to raiſe a malicious ſmile at 
the _mi>fortunes and infirmities of thoſe who are unbap- 
Py, be a proof of wit and humour, Heaven grant me a 
double portion of dulneſs. | | 


Jef. And yet they heve no malice in their bearts. 
r eee 
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Mar. Then it is the more ine xcuſeable, ſinee no- 
hing but an ungovernable depravity of heart could 


terppt them to ſuch a practice. | 
Jeſ. And is it poſſible, Maria, that you can 


thus 


feel for others, and yet be cruel to me alone ?—1s hope 


to be denied the tendereft paſſion ? 


Mar. Why will you perfil. to perſecute me on a, 
ſubjeQ on which you have long fince known. my ſenti- 


Zo O Meri, 


Je! u would not be thus deaf to me, 
buk that Charles, that libertine, is ſtill a favoured rival. 

Mar. Ungenerouſly urged ! but whatever my ſenti- 
ments are, with regard to that unfortunate young man, 
be aſſured, I ſhall not conſider myſelf more bound to 
give him up, becauſe his misfortunes. have loſt him the, 


regards even of à brother Going out, 


Foſ. Nay, Maria, you ſhall not leave me with a 
frown ; by all that's honeſt I ſwear—[ Xneels and ſees 
Lady Teazle behind.) Ah! Lady Teazle, ah! you ſhall 
not ſtir¶ To Maria] I have the greateſt regard in the 
world for Lady Teazle, but if Sir Peter was once to 


Mar. Lady Teazleꝛęä 


* 


L. Teaz. What is all this child? You are wanted 
What is“ the 
meaning of all this? What! did you take her for me! 
J. Why, you muſt know Maria— by ſome means 
Sing —the— great regard I entertain for your la- 
dyſnip—was threatening—if 1 did not defift, to ac- 
„ e eee reaſoning with 


in the next room, [Exit Maria.] 


L. Teaz.. You ſeem to have adopted a very tender. 
hg—pray, do you uſually argue on 


method of reaſoni 
your knees ? 


know ſhe's but a child, and I thought 
a little bombaſt might be uſeful to keep ber filent. 
+ But, my dear Lady Teazle, when will you come and 


Je. Why, you 


give me your opinion of my library ? 


ink it not ſo pto- 
von as lover no farther 


L. Teaz. Why I really begin te th 
pet: and you know I admit 
than faſllion dictates. 


2 
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"Fo. Oh, no more ;—a'mere Platonic Ciciſbeo, that 


, every lady is entitled to. 
| L. Teaz. No further—and-thovgh Sir Peter's treat- 
0 ment may make me uneaſy, it ſhall never provoke me 
: 225 To the only revenge in your power. 
Z. Teaa. Go, you infinuatmg wretch— but we 
* ſhall be miſfed, let us join the company. | 
- Fof. I'll follow your ladyſhip. 


L. Teaz. Don't ſtay long, for I promiſe you Maria 
, 'ſhay*t come tq hear any more of your reaſoning. [Exit 
. of. A pretty ſituation I am in—by gaining the 
5 wife I ſhall loſe the hei reſs I at firſt intended to make 
„ ber ladyſhip only the inſtrument in my deſigus on 
.: Maria, but—I don't know how it is—I am become 
P, her ſerious admirer. —I begin now to wiſh'I had not 
made a point of gaining ſo very. good a character, for 
it has brought me into ſo many confounded rogueries, 
that 1 fear L ſhall be expoſed at laſt, _ 


SCENE, Sin Px rz Trazrz's Houſe. . 


Enter Six Oliver and RowLey. 
1 Sir Oliv. Ha ha, and ſo my old friend is married at 
- laſt, eh! Rowley—and to a young wife out of the:coun- 
p try, ha, ha, ha! That he ſhould buff to old batchelors ſo 


8 long, and fink into a huſband at laſt. 
2 4 But let me beg of you, fir, not to rally him 
£ upon the ſubject, for he cannot bear it, though he has 
* been married theſe ſeven months. | 


Sir Oliv. Then he has jufl been half a year on the 
ſtool of repentance. Poor Sir Peter! — But you | 
ſay he has entirely given up Charles never ſces 
» him, eh? | | 

Row!l. His prejudice againſt him is aſtoniſhing, and 
I believe is greatly aggravated by a ſuſpicion of a con- 
7 nection between Charles and lady Teazle, and ſuch a 
Nleport I kyow bas been circulated and kept up, by 
means of Lady Sneerwell, and a ſcandalous party who 


aſſociste at ker houſe ; where, I am convinced, it there 
* is any partiality in the caſe, Joſeph is the favourite. 
© C2 Sir Oliv. 


. - 
* * 


* 


9 


1 . 
wo, 


J was at his years myſelf; 
ther nor I were very prudent youths, and yet I be- 


% 
* 
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Sir Oliv. Aye, aye —I know there is a ſet of miſ- 
chievous prating goſhps, both male and female, who 
murder characters to kill time, and rob a young, fellow 


of his good name, before he has ſenſe enough to know 


the value of it: But I am not to be prejudiced againſt 
my nephew by any ſuch, I promiſe y5ou-— Na, no, if 
Charles has done nothing falſe or mean, I ſhall com- 
pound for his extravagance. 

Rew!. I rejoice, fir, to hear you ſay ſo ; and am 
happy to find the ſon of my old maſter has one friend 


left however. 


Sir Oliv. What! ſhall I forget, Mr Rowley, when 
eged, neither my bro- 


lie ve, you have not ſeen many better men than your 


old maſter was. 


Rowl. "Tis that reflection I build my hopes on—and, 
my life on't ! Charles will prove deſerving of your Kind- 
neſs.—-But here comes Sir Peter. 


Emer Sin PETER. 


Sir Pet. Where is he? Where is Sir Oliver — Ah, 
my dear friend, I rejoice to ſee yoh !Y= Vou are 
weleome to England a thouſand—and " thouſand 


times 


Sir Dbv. Thank you, thank you, Sir Peter—and 1 


am glad to find you ſo well, believe me. 

Sir Pet. Ah, Sir Oliver It's fixteen years fince 
laſt we ſaw one another many a bout we have had 
together in our time 

Sir Oliv. Aye! I have had my ſhare.— But what, 
I find you are married—hey, old boy Well, well, 
8 can't be helped, and ſo I wiſh you joy with all my 

eart, 

Sir Pet. Thank you, thank you—Yes, Sir Oliver, 
I have entered into that happy ſtate—but we won't talk 


of that nove. 
Sir Oliu. That's true, Sir Peter, old ſeiends ſhould” 


not begin upon grievances at their firſt meeting, no, 


une, no. 


Roxwl. | Aſide to Sir Oliver] Have s care, fir - Adon't 
tquch upon that ſubject. 
Sir Oliv. 


the tree. 
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Sir Oliv. Well, — 0 one of my nephews, I find, is 


a wild young rogue. 


Sir Pet. Oh, my dear ſriend, I grieve at your diſap- 
pointment there—Charles is, indeed, a ſad libertive— 
but no matter, Joſeph will make you ample amends<- 
every body ſpeaks well of bim. | 


o 


L | 
Sir Cliu. | am ſorry to hear it; he has too good a 


character to be an honeſt fellow. —Every body ſpeaks 


well of him—pſhaw—then he has bowed as low to 
knaves and fools, as to the honeſt dignity of genius 
and virtue. 8 


Sir Pet, What the plague! are you angry with Jo- 
ſeph for not making enemies? 

Sir Gliv. Why not, if he has merit enough to de- 
ſexve them. f 


Sir Pet. Well, we'll ſee him, and you'll be convin- 


ced how worthy he is.— He's a pattern for all the 


voung men of the age, — He's a man of the nobleſt 


ſentiments. | 


Sir Oliv. Oh! plague of his ſentiments—if he ſalutes  . 


ſhall be 


me with a ſcrap of morality iw his mouth, 


ſick directly.— But don't however miſtake me, Sir Pe- 


ter; I don't mean to defegd Charles's errors; but be- 


fore I form a judgment of either of them, I intend to | 


make a trial of their hearts, and my friend Rowley 
and I have planned ſomething for that purpoſe. 

Sir Pet. My life on Joleph's honour, 

Sir Oliv. We 


all our ſchemes. | 
Sir Pet. Allons—dones 4. 
Sir Oliv. And don't, Sir Peter, be too ſevere agamit 


. old friend's ſon Odds my, life, I am not ſorry he 


as run a little out of the courſe—for my part, I hate 


to ſce prudence clinging to the green ſuckers of youth ; 
tis like ivy round the ſaplin, and ſpoils the growth of 


| 


U, well, gives us a bottle of good 
wine, and we'll drink your lady's health, and tell you 


— — 5 — — > 
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ACT III. . „ 8 
SCENE, Sis Perrz's Houſe. 


rer Six Perzu, S1R- - Ours, and Rowity. 


Sin Peres. 
ELL, well, we'll ſee this man firſt, and then 


dee our wine afterwards.— But Rowley, I 


don't ſee the jeſt of your ſcheme. 


Rocul. Why, fir, this Mr Stanley was a near rela- | 


tion of their mother's, and formerly an eminent mer- 
chant in Dublin—he failed in trade, and is greatly re- 


duced ; he'has applied by letter to Mr Surface and 


Charles for aſſiſtance from the former of whom he 
hag received nothing but fair promiſes; while Charles, 


in the midſt of his own diſtreſſes, is at preſent endea- 
vouring to raiſe'a ſum of money, part of which I know 


he intends for the uſe of Mr Stanley, 
Sir Oliv. Aye—phe's my brother's ſon. 
Rowl. Now, St, we propoſe; that Sir Oliver hall 
_ viſit them both, in the character of Mr Stanley; as 


T have informed them he has obtained leave of his 


creditors ta wait on his friends in perſon —and in the 


younger, believe, me, you'll find one, who, in the 


widſt of diſſipation and extravagance, has ſtill, as our 
immortal bard expreſſes it, A tear for pity, and a hand 
n as day for melting charity. 


Sir Pet. What fignifies bis open hand and purſe, if 


he has nothing to give. But where is this perſon you 
were ſpeaking of? +» 

Row. Below, ſir, waiting your coat For 
mult know, Sir Oliver, this is a friendly Jew 3 one Who, 
to do him juſtice, has done enry thing in his power to 
aſſiſt Charles Who waits ?—( Enter a Servant) Deſire 
| Mr Moſes to walk vp. Exit Servant. 


Sir Pet. But how are you ' ſure he'll ſpeak- truth? 
Rowwl. Why, fir, I have perſuaded him there's no 
proſpect of his being paid ſeveral ſums he has advanced 
for Charles, but through the, bounty of Sir Oliver, 
who he knows is ia town; therefore you may depend 
| on 


7 
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8 on bis being. Cairkfal to his  intereſt—O!, ! here comes 
the honeſt Iſtaelite. 4 = ; 


Enter Mos es. 
Sir Oliver, this is Mr Moſes. — Mr Moſes, this is Sir 


Oliver. 
Sir Oliv. I underſtand you have n ge 25 
en dealings with my nephew Charles. 1 5 
I Mof. Ves, Sir Oliver —l have done all I. whe for 
him—but he was ruined before he eame to-me for al- 
a- ſiſtance. 
er- Sir Oliv. That was unlucky tuly, * you had no 
'e- opportunity of ſhewing your talent. 
ad Ao. None at all; Thad not tbe pleaſure-of Know- 
he ing his diftreſſes, dl he was ſome thouſands worſe _ 
es, nothing. 
a- Sir Oliv. oſortunate indeed! nat 1 ſuppoſe. you 
br have done all id your power for him. 
= Yes, he knows that—This very evening F. 
| was & have brought a gentlem dn from the city, who 
all does not Know hiw, and will:advance him ſome monies... , 
as Sir Pet. What! a perſon-that Charles bas never bor- 
his rowed money of before, lend ne in his preſent . 
the cireumſtances: . 
the . My. Yes —— ; | 
bur Sir Oliv, What is the ieee s name-? 4 
and MAN Mr Premium, of Crutched Friars, formerly a | 
broker. 2 
2 Sir Het. Does he know Mr Premium? ; 1 
yOu Meſ. Not at Hl. a - * 
Sir Pet. A thought -firikes me Suppoſe, Sir Oli- | 
Con ver, you was to viſn him in that charaQer3 till be | 
ho, much better than the romantic one of an old relation; 
r to you will then have an opportunity of ſeeing Charles 
fire in all his glory. 
ant. Sir Oliv. Egad, I like chat idea better than the 
h ? other, and then I may vifit Joſeph afterwards. as old 
no Stanley. 
ced Rot. Gentlemen, this is taking Charles rather un- 
ver, awares ; but Moſes, you underſtand Sir Oliver; and I 
end dare ſay you will be faithful. | 
on NV 
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Me. You may depend vpon nie. — This is very near 
the time I was to have gove. | 8 
Sir Oliv. Lill accompany u zs ſoon as. you pleaſe, wel 
Moſes— But hold —I had forgot one thing-—how the . & 
plague ſhall I be able to paſs for a Jew ? | rail 
MN. There is no need—the principal is a Chriſtian, wart 
Sin Oliv. Is be? I am very forry for it—But then N 
again, am I not too ſmartly dreſſed to look like a mo- 7 
ney lender? | | | com 
Sir Pet. Not at all—it would not be out of cha- pow 
racter it you went in your on chariot : would it, Mo- A 
une cue 4 8 
-  Mof. Not in the leaſt. rit t 
Kir Oliv. Well, but how mult I talk ? Theie's cer- and 
tainly ſome cant of uſury, or mode of treating, that I and 
ought ts know: "3 | his 1 
- Sir Pei. As I take it, Sir Oliver, the great point is ſe ſſi 
to be exorbitant in your demands. — Eh, Moſes? S 
Me. Yes, dat is very great point. inſtr 
Sir Oliv. I'ft anſwer for't I'll not be wanting in S, 
that z eight or ten per cent. on the loan at leaſt. - for ( 
Meſ. Oh! if you alk him no more as dat, you'll be Si 
. diſcovered immediately. | that 
Sir Oliv. Hey, what the plague—how much then? be n 
Mo. That depends upon the circumſtances —if he have 
appears not very anxious for the ſupply, you ſhould 3 
require only forty or fifty per cen. but if you find him ww 
in great diſtreſs, and he wants money very bd = 
vou muſt aſk double. | c R 
Sir Pet. Upon my word, Sir Oliver —— Mr Pre- 1 

mium I mean —it' a very pretty trade you're learning. 
Sir Oliv, Truly I think ſo; and not unprofitable. $5: hd 
Mof. Then you know you have not the money your- 80 \ 
ſelf, but are forced to borrow it of a frienfl. M 
Sir Oliv. O! I borrow it for him of 8 friend,” do I? . 
I Yes, and your friend's an unconſcionable dog, his « 
but you can't help dat. are 11 
2 Oliv. Oh ! my friend's an unconſcionable dog * 

is he? F £37 oo ; 


% And then he himſelf has not the monies by | that 
him, but is forced to ſell Rock at a great loſs. 4 
4. 


CY 
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S. o. He's forced to ſell flock at a great 0 
well, really, that's very kind of him. 

Sir Pet. But hark'ye, Moſes, A Sir Oliver wis to 
rail a little at the annuity bill, don't you think 3t 
would have a good effect? 

/. Very much. 

Row!l. And lament tbet a young man muſt now 
come · to the years of diſcretion, before ſhe has it in his 
power to ruin himſelf. * , 

Mof. Aye! a great pity.. 

Sir Pet. Yes, and abuſe the public for loin me- 
rit to a bill, w hoſe only object was to 'preſerv® youth 
and Inexperience from the rapacious gripe of uſury, 


pr 


and to give the young heir ah opportunity of enjoying 


his fortune, without being ruined by coming into pol- 
ſeſſion. 

Sir Oliv. So, —ſo,—Moſes ſhall gixe me "further 
inſtructious as we go together. 

Sir Pet. You'll ſcarce have time to learn your . ; 
For Charles lives but hard by. 

Sir Oliv. Oh! never fear my tutor appears ſo able, 
that though Charles lived in the next ſtreet, it muft 
be my owp fault if I am not a compleat rogue before I 
have turned the corner. { Exeunt Sit Oliver and Moſes, 

Sir Pet. So, Rowley, you ſhould have been matial 
and given Charles notice of our plot. 

Rowwl. No indeed, Sir Peter. 

Sir Pet, Well, I ſee Maria coming, I want to have 
ſome talk with ber. { Exit Rowley: 


Enter Marra. 


4 So Maria, TAR is Mr Surface come home with you ? 


Mar. No, Sir, he was engaged. 

Sir Pet. Maris, I wiſh you were more ſenſible to 
his excellent qualities, dots not every time you 
are in his company convince you of tl. e merit of that 
amiable young man ? 

Mar. You know, Sir Peter, I have often told you, 
that of all the men who have peid me a particular at- 

tention, 


— 
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.tenfion, there is not one I mould not ſooner prefer, 
than Mr Surface ? 

Fir Pet. Aye, aye, this blindneſs to his merit pro- 
ceeds from your attachment to that ee brother 
of his. 

Mar. This is unkind; you know, at your requeſt, 
IT-haveforborne to fee or correſpond with him, as I 
have long been convinced he is unworthy my regard; 
but while my reaſon condetans his vices, my heart ſug- 
geſts ſome pity for his misfortunes, 

Sir Pet. Ah! you had beſt reſolve to think of him 
no 2 but give your beart and hand to a worthier 


objekt. 

Mar. Mer to his brother. * 

Sir Pet. Have a care, Maria, I have not yet made 
you know what the authority of a guardian is mo 
force me to exert it. 

Mar. I know, that for a ſhort time I am to N 
you as my father, but muſt ceaſe tothink you ſo, when 
you would compel me to be miſerable. [ Eli in teart. 

Sir Pet. Sure never man was plagued as IL am; * 1 
had not been married above three weeks, before her 
father, a heal, hearty man died on purpoſe to 
plague me with his: daughter; but here comes my 8 
mate, ſhe ſeems in (mighty good humour ; 1 wiſh I 
could teaze her into loving me a little. 


Eater Lavy Tzazie. 


L. Teaz. What's the matter, Sir Peter? What have 
you done to Maria? It is not fair to quarre] and I 
not by. 

Sir Pee. Ah! Lady Teazle, it is in your power to 
put me into a good humour at any time. 

L. Teaz. Is it? I am glad of it—for I want you to 
be in a monſtrous good humour now; come, do be good 
humoured, and let me have two hundred pounds. 

Sir Pet. What the plague ! can't I be in a good hu- 
mour without paying for it, —but look always thus, 
and you ſhall want for nothing. (Pulli out a pocket- 

book) There, there's two hundred pounds for you, 
(going 10 kiſs) do, ſeal me à bond for the repayment, 
L. Tea. 


your Þ 
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L. Teazs No, my note of hand will do as well. 
Giving ber hand. 

Sir Pet. Well, well, I muſt be ſatisfied with that. 
you ſhan't much longer reproach me for not having 
made you a proper ſettlement I intend ſhortly to ſur- 
priſe you, 9 

L. Teaz. Do you ? You can't think, Sir Peter, how 
good humour becomes you; now you look juſt as you 
did before I married you. 

Sir Pet. Do I indeed ? 

L. Teaz. Don't you remember when you uſed: to 
walk with me under the elms, and tell me- ſtories of 
what a gallant you were in your youth, and-aſked me 
if I could like an old fellow, who could deny me no- 
thing. 

Shs Pet. Aye, and you were ſo attentive and . 
ing to me then. 

Z. Teaz. Aye, to be ſure I was, and uſed to take 
your part againſt all my acquaintance ; and when my 
couſin Sophy uſed to laugh at me, for thinking of mar- 
rying a man old enough to be my father, and call you 
an ugly, ſtiff, formal bachelor, I contradicted her, and 
ſaid I did not think you ſo ugly by any means, and 
that I dar'd ſay you would make a good ſort of a buſ- 
band. 


Sir Pet. That was very kind of you Well, and you 
were not miſtaken, you have found it fo, have not 
you? — But ſhall we always live thus happy? 

L. Teaz. Wich all my heart —I'm—1 don't care” 
how ſoon we leave off quarrelling provided you will 
own you are tired firſt. 

Sir Pet. With all my heart. 

L. Teaz.. Then we (hall be happy as the day is bond; | 
and never, never—quarrel more. | 

Sir Pet. Never—never—noever—and let our future 
conteſt be, who {hall be moſt obliging. 

JL. Teas. Aye | 

Sir Pet. But, my dear Lady Tease e 0 
deed you mult keep a ſtrict watch aver your temper— 
for you know, my dear, that in all our diſputes and 
quarrels, you always begin firſt. 

L. Teax. 


36 

TL. Teaz, No, no, Sir Peta, my dear, "tis always 

that begins. ; 

Sir Pet. No, no—no ſuch thing. 

L. Teaz. Have a care, this is not the way to live 
happy, if you fly out thus. | 

Sir Pet. No, no "tis you. 

L. Teaz. No tis you. 

Sir Pet. Zounds! I ſay "tis you. 

L. Teaz. Lord! I never ſaw ſuch a man in my life, 
Juſt what my couſin Sophy told me. 


a Se boo! for Scandal. 
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Sir Pet. Your couſin Sophy is a forward, ſaucy, im- 


pertinent minx. : 

L. Teaz, You are a very great bear, I am ſure, to 
abuſe my relations. W. 

Sir Pet. But I am very well ſerved for marrying 

u, a pert, forward, rural coquette, who had refuſed 
half the honeſt *{quires in the country. 
IT. Teax. I am ſure I was a great fool for marrying 
you—a tiff, crop, dangling old bachelor, who was un- 
married at fifty, becauſe nobody would have you. 

Sir Pet. You was very glad to have me—you never 
had ſuch an offer before. 

L. Teaz. Oh, yes I had—there was Sir Tivy Ter- 
rier, who every body ſaid would be a better match 


for his eſtate was full as good as yours, and—he has 


broke his neck fince. | 

Sir Pet. Very—very well, madam—you're an un- 
grateful woman; and may plagues light cn me, if I 
ever try to be friends with you again—You ſhall have 
a ſeparate maintenance. y 

L. Teaz: By all means a ſeparate maintenance, 

Sir Pei. Very well, madam—Oh, very well. Aye, 
madam, and I believe the ſtories of you and Charles— 
of you and Charles, madam, were not without 
foundation. 

L. Teaz. Take care, Sir Peter; take care what you 
ſay, for I won't be ſuſpected without a cauſe, I pro- 
miſe ou. ; 

Sir Pet. A divorce. | 

L ATeaz. Aye, a divorce. 


Sir Pei. 
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Sir Pet. Aye, zounds ! I'll make an example of my- 
ſelf for the benefit of all old bachelors, _ 

L. Teaz. Well, Sir Peter, I ſee yau are going to be 
in a paſſion, ſo. III leave you, and when you come 
properly to your temper, we ſhall be the happieſt 
couple in the world; and nevex—never—quarrel more. 
Ha, ha, ha. : 7 OT [ Exit. 

Sir Pet. What the devil! can't I make her angry 
neither I'll after her—Zounds—ſhe muſt not preſume 
to keep her temper. No, no—ſbe may break my 
* heart but damn it—I'm determined ſhe ſhan't keep 

a her temper. , 


o 5 
SCENE, CaarLes's- Houſe, 

8 | * 3 
ed Enter Tait. Sir OrivxR and Moszs. 
ng Trip. This way, gentlemen, this way Moſes, what's | 
un- the gentleman's name? | * 

Sir Oliv. Mr Moſes, what's my name? ( Afede. 
ver Moſ. Mr Premium n 

Trip. Oh, Mr Premium, very well. (Exit. 
= _— Sir Oliv. To judge by the ſervant, one would not 
ch; 


imagine the maſter was ruined—Sure this was my bro- 
has WF ther's houſe, 1 5 f 
Mof. Yes, ſir.— Mr Charles bought it of Mr Joſeph, 

un. with furniture, pictures, &c. juſt as the old gentleman 
if I ien it.—Sir Peter thought it a great piece of extrava- 
have gance in him. N 

Sir Oliv. In my mind the other's œconomy in ſel- 
* ling it to him, was more reprehenſible by half. 
moe Enter Texte, 


ithout Trip. Gentlemen, my maſter is very ſorry he has 
ompany at preſent, and cannot ſee you, 
Sir Oliv. If he knew who it was that wanted to ſee 
him, perbaps he would not have ſent ſuch a meſſage, 
Trip. Oh! Yes, I told who it was—I did not for- 


ret my little Premium, no, no. 
Sir Oliv, Very well, fir; and pray what may your 


dame be? 
D Trip. 


at you 
| pro- 


ir Pei. 
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Trip. Trip, fir ; Trip, at your ſervice. a 
Sir Oliv, Very well, Mr Trip=———You have a T 
pleaſant ſort of a place here, I gueſs. 

Trip. Pretty well There are four of us, who Is 
paſs our time agreeably enough Our wages, indeed, 
are but ſmall, and ſometimes a little in arrear—We 
have. but fifty guineas a-year, and find our own bags 
and bouquets. ; : 

Sir Oliv. Bags and bouquets !—Halters and baſtina- 
does . 

- Trip. Oh Moſes, hark'ye, did you get that little bill 
diſcounted for me ? 

Sir Oliv. Wants to raiſe money too !—Mercy on 
me !— He has diſtreſſes, I warrant, like a lord, and 
affects creditors and duns. 2 

Mof. "Twas not to be done, indeed, Mr Trip. 

{ Gives ths note, 
Trip. No! Why I thought when my friend Bruſh 
had ſet his mark ſupon it, it was as good as caſh, 

Mef. No, indeed, it would not do. 7 

Trip, Perhaps you could get it done by way of an- 
nuity. ; a Z 
Sir Oliv, An. annuity ! —A footman raiſe money by 
annuity !--. Well ſaid luxury, egad. ( Afrae. 

Mof. Well, but you muſt inſure your place. 

Trip. Oh! I'll inſure my life, if you pleaſe, 

Sir Oliv. That's more than I would your neck. 
| | ns ( Afide. 

Trip. Well, but I ſhould like to have id done be-+ 
fare this dama'd regiſter takes place ; one would not 
wiſh to have one's name made public. . 

Moſ. No certainly But is there nothing you could 
depoſit? | 
Trip. Why, there's flone of my maſter's cloaths will 
fall very ſoon, I believe; but I can give a mortgage on 
ſome of His winter ſuits, with equity of redemption be- 
fore Chriſtmas—or a poſt obit on his blue and ſilver. 
Now theſe, with a few pair of point rutfles, by way ot 
' ſecurity, {bell rings) coming, coming. Gentlemen, it 
you'll walk this way, perbaps I may introduce — _ 
9 JYLOTES, 
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— Moſes, don't forget the annuity—Pll inſure my place, 
my little fellow. | | 
Sir Oliv. If the man is the ſhadow of the maſter; this 
is the temple of diſſipation indeed. { Exennt omnes. 


carte, CartLess, Sir Toer, and Gentlemen, diſco 
vered drinking. | 


Char. Ha, ha, ha. Fore heaven you are 
in the right—the degeneracy of the age is aſtomihing 3. 
there are many of our acquaintance who are men of 
wit, genius and ſpirit, but then they won't drink. | 

Care, True, Charles; they fink into the more fub- 
flantial luxuries of the table, and quite neglect the 
bottle, g 

Char. Right —beſides, ſociety ſuffers by it; for in- 
ſtead of the mirth and humour that uſed to mantle over 
a bottle of Burgundy, the converſation is as inſipid as 
the Spa water they drink, which has all the tartneſi of 
Champagne, without its ſpirit or flavour. 

Sir Toby. But what will you ſay to thoſe who pre- 
fer play to the bottle? — There's Harry, Dick and 
Careleſs himſelf, who are ugder a hazardegimen, 

Char, Pſha! no ſuch thing What! would you train 
a. horſe for the courſe by keeping from corn? Let me 
throw upon a bottle of Burgundy, and I never loſe , 
at leaſt I nevef feel my loſs, and that's the ſame thing. 

1. Gent. Nrue; beſides, 'tis wine determines if a 
man be really in love. 

Char. So it is—Fill up a dozen bumpers to a dozen 
beauties, and ſhe that-floats at' the top is the girl that 
has bewitched you, | 

Care. But come, Charles, you have not given us- 
your real favourite, | 

Char, Faith I have withheld her only in compaſſion 
to you, for if I give her, you muſt toaſt a round of 
her peers, which is impoſſible (Sighe) on earth. | 

Care. We'll toaſt ſome heathen deity, or celeſtial 
goddeſs, to match her, | 

, D A | Char. 


* 
q py \ 
4 


. 
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bar. Why -then bumpers—bumpers all hd 

Here's Maria———NMaria—{Sizhs. ) - 
1/2. Gent. Maria *plha, give us her Grange: 
Char, *Piha—— Hang her ſirname, that's too for- 
Wal td be regiſtered in love's Kalendar. 

H. Gent, Maria then—Here's Maria. 

Sir Toby. Maria——Come, here's Maria. 

Char. Comey Sir Toby, have a care; you muſt give 
a beauty ſuperlative, \ 
Sir Toby. Then I'll give you Here's 

Care. Nay, never heſitate.— But Sir om has got. 
a ſong that will excuſe him, 

Omnes. The ſong—the org. 


+ 
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Here's to the maiden of bluſhing fifteen, 
Now to the widow of fifty; 

Here's to the flaunting, extravagant quean, 
And then to the houſewife that's thrifty. - 
Let the teaft paſs, drink to the laſs, 

1 warrant ſhe'll find an excuſe for the glaſe. 


Here's to the charmer whoſe dimples we prize, 
Now to the damſel with none, Sir; 
Here's to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, 
And now to the nymph with but one, *. 
Let the toaſt paſs, Qc. 


Here's to the maid with her boſom of ſnow, 
Now to her that's as brown as a berry ; 
Here's to the wife with her face full of woe, 
And now to the damſel that's merry. 

Let the toaſt paſs, Cc. 


For let be clumſy, or let them be ſlim, 
Young or ancient, I care not a feather ; 
Zo fill us a bumper quite up to the brim, 
And e'en let us toaſt them together. 
Let the toaſt paſe, Wo. 


1 


Tai 
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Tir enter and whiſpers CHARLES. 


Char. Gentlemen, I muſt beg your pardon ; [ring] 
I muſt leave you upon bulineſs Careleſs, take the chair. 
Care. What, this is ſome wench, but we won't oe 
you for her, 

Char. No, upon my honour—It is only a Jew and a 
broker come by appointment.. , : | 
Care. A Jew and a broker! we” have 'em in. 

Ghar. Then defire Mr Moſes to walk in. 

Trip. And little Premium too, Sir. 

Care. Aye, Moſes and Premium. (Exit Trip) Char- 
les, we'lt give the raſcals ſomg generous Burgundy. 

Char. No, hang it -u ine but draws forth the natu- 
ral qualities of a man's heart, and to make them drink, 
would only be to whet their Knavery. „ 


Enter Sm Olives and Mosszs. 

Walk in, gentlemen, walk in; Trip, give chairs; 
ſit down, Mr Premium, it down, Moſes. Glaſſes, Trip; 
come, 'Moſes, III give you a ſentiment. © Here's ſuc- 
* ceſs to uſury.” Moſes, fill the gentleman a bumper, 

Mrf. © Here's ſucceſs to uſury.“ | 

Care. True, Charles, uſury is induſtry, and deſerves 
to ſucceed, | | | 

Sir Oliv; Then here's «.An1 the ſucceſs it deſerves,” 

Care. Oh, dam'me, Sir, that won't do; you demur 
td the toaſt, and ſhall drink it in a pint bumper at leaſt. 

Meß: Oh, pray, Sir, conſider Mr Premium is a gen- 


_ tleman. = 


Care. And therefore loves good wine, and I'll ſee 
Juſtice done to the bottis.—Fill, Moſes, a quart. 
Char. Pray, conſider, gentlemen, Mr Premium is a 


ſtranger, 


Sir Oliv. I wiſh I was out of their company. ¶C ide. 
Care, Come along my boys; if they won't drink with 
us, we'll not ſtay with them; the dice-are in the next 
room—You'll ſettle your bufineis, Charles, and come 
to us. | => 5 
Char. Aye, aye But, Careleſs, you mult be ready — 
perhaps I may have occafion for you. 2 
Care, Aye, aye, bill, bond, or annuity, tis all the 
ime to me, Y (Lau with the reſt, 
2g D 3 5 BT. 
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Mof. Mr Premium is a gentleman of the ſtricteſt 
honour and ſecrecy, and always performs what he- un- 
dertakes— Mr Premium, this 18——( formally.) 

* , ' p 

Car. Piha! hold your tongue—My friend, Moſes, 
Sir, is a very honeſt fellow, but a little Cow at ex- 
pre ſſion—1 Mall cut the matter very ſhort; I'm an 
extravagant you.”g fellow that wants to borrow money; 
and you, as I take it, are a prudent old fellow who 
has got money to lend—l am ſuch a fool as to give 
fifty per cent. rather than go without it; and you, I. 


ſuppoſe, are rogue enough to take an hundred if you 74 
can get it. And now we underſtand one another, and 
may proceed to buſineſs without further ceremony. 
Sir Oliv. Exceeding frank, upon my .word—L ſee J 
you are not a man of compliments.. 
Char. Na, Sir. N N 
Sir Oliv. Sir, I like ydu the better fob it How- * 
ever, you are miſtaken in one thing ; I have no money by 
to lend, but I believe I could procure you ſome from * 
a friend; but then he's a damn'd unconſcionable dog; l 
js he not, Moſes? . | N 
Meſ. But you can't Help that, 5 
Sir Oliv. And- then, be has not the money oy him, 45 
but mult ſell ſtock at a great loſs. Muſt he got Moles ? gb 
Moſ. Ves, indeed—You know I always ſpeak the you 
truth, and ſcorn to tell a lye. - | x 
Char. Aye, thoſe who ſpeak truth uſually do And wel 
Sir, I muſt pay the difference, I ſuppoſe Why lo ok' ye, EX 
Mr Premium, I know that money is not to be had that 
without paying for it. ; | 50 
Sir Oliv. Well but what ſecurity could you give ? he's 
——Y ou have not any land I ſuppole ? | Chri 
Char. Not a mole hill, not a twig, but what grows Cl 


im bow-pgts out at the windows. 
Sir Oliv. Nor any ſtock, I preſume, ' | 
Char. None but live ſtock, and they re only a fe w 
pointers and ponies. But pray, Sir, are you acquain- 
ted with any of my conneQions.? 


S Ov. To ſay the truth, I am, 


Char, 
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Char. Then you muſt have heard that I have rich 
eld uncle, in Jadia, Sir Oliver Surfzze, from nom 1 
have the greateſt expectations. 

Sir Oliv. That you have à wealthy Uncle 1 have 
heard; but how your ex pxQations will turn out is 
more, I believe, the you can te). 

Char. Oh yes, Vin told I am a monſtrous favourite ; 3 
and that he ip, ends leaving me every thing. ; 

Sir Oli 'fadeed ! this is the firſt time I heard of it. 
Char. Yes, yes, he intends making me his hei 


- Doer _ he not, Moſes? . 


10 Oh yes, I'll take my oath of that. 

Sir Oliv. Egad, 3 perſuade me preſently that - 
I'm at Bengal. (#/ide.) 

Char. Now, what I propoſe, Mr Premium, is to give 
you a 590 obit on my uncle's life. Though, indeed, 
my uncle Noll has beer very kind to me, and upon 
my ſoul, I ſhall be fiacerely ſorry to hear any thing bas 
kippened him. + | 

Sir Oliv. Not more than I ſhould T affure you. 
the bond you mention happens to be the worſt ſecurity: 
you could offer me, for I might live to an hundred, and 
never recover the principal. 

Char. Oh, yes. you would, for the moment he dies, 
you come upon me for the money. 

Sir Oliv. Then I believe I would be the moſt un- 
welcome dun-you ever had in your life. 

Char. What, you are afraid, my little Premium, 
that my uncle is too good a life. | 

Sif Oliv. No, indeed, I am not; tho" I have heard 
he's as heal, and as hearty, as any man of his years in 
Chriſtendom; 

Char. Oh, there you are miſinformed. No—no, 
poor uncle Oliven! he breaks apace. The climate, 
fir, has hurt his conſtitution, and I'm told he's ſo much 
altered of late, that his neareſt relations don't know him. 

Sir Oliv. No! ha, ha, ha; fo much altered of late, 
that his neateſt relations would not know him. Ha, 
ha, ha, that's droll egad. 

bar. What, you are pleaſed to hear he is on the 
decline, my little Premium. Ke Oliv. 


U 


Bit 
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e Oliv. No, I am not, — no, no, no. 

Ce. Yes you ave, for it mends your chance. 

Sir Cm, But Jan teld Sir Oliver is ccming over 
— Nay, fon ſay he is «ftually arrived. 

Char. Oh, there you ate miſinformed again No 
no ſuch thing— hs is this monant at Bengal. What! 
L wuſt certainly know better tha. vou. | a 
Sir Oliv. Very true, as you ſay, Y>y muſt know bet. 
ter than I ; though I have. it from very ogg authority 
Have I not Moſes? 

Mol. Moſt undoubted!y. 

Sir Oliv. Bat, Sir, as I underſtan4 you want , few 
hundreds immediately, is there nothing that you wezyg. 
diſpoſe of. 

Char. How do you mean ? 

Sir Oliv. For inſtance, now; I have heard your fa- 
ther left behind him a great quantity of maſſy old 
late. | 

Char. Yes, but that's gone long ago—Vloſes can in- 
form you how, better than I can. 

Sir Oliv. Good lack! all the family race cups, and 
corporation bowls gone! (Aide) It was alſo ſuppoſ- 
ed that his library was one of the moſt valuable; and 

. corpleat. 

Char. Much too large and valuable for a private 
gentleman : for my part, I-was always of a communi- 
cative diſpoſition, and thought it a pity to keep ſo much 
knowledge to myſelf. | 
Sir Oliv. Mercy on me! knowledge that has run in 
the family like an heir-loom, (Aſide And pray, how 
may they have been diſpoſed of? 

Char. Oh! You uſt aſk the auctioneer chat—1 
don't believe even Moſes can direct you there. 

Meſ. No—lT never meddle with books. 

Sir Oliv. The profligate! (Aſide) And is there no- 
thing you can difpoſe of ? 

Char, Nothing —unleſs you have a taſte for old 
family pictures. I have a whole room full of anceſtors 
above ſtairs, 

Sir Oliv. Why ſore you would not ſell your reis. 
tions ? | C Zar. 


0 
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Char. Every foul of them to the beſt bidder. 


Sir Oliv. Not your great uncles and aunts, 

Char, Aye, and my grandfathers and grandmothers, 

Sir Oliv. I' never forgive him this. ( 4/ide.) Why! 
hat! — Do you take me for Shylock in the 
play, to raiſe money from me on your owa fleſh and 
bood ! 1 
Char. Nay, don't be in a paſſion, my little Pre- 
mium; what is it to you, if you have your money's 
worth? 

Sir Oliv. That's very true as you ſay— Well, well, 
believe I can diſpoſe of the family canvas. I'll ne- 
ver forgive him this. (A lde.) 


ter CARBLIESs. 


Care. Come, Chatles, what the devil are you doing 
Jo long with the broker we are waiting for you. 
Char,, Oh ! Careleſs, you are juſt come in time, we 
are to have a ſale above ſtairs I am going to. fell 
all my anceſtors to little Premium, 
Care, Burn your anceſtors ! | 
Char. No, no, he may do that afterwards if he will. 
But, Careleſs, you ſhall be auctioneer. | 
Care. With all my heart — I can handle a hammer as 
well as a dice box—a-going—agoing: | 
Char. Bravo! — And Moſes, you ſhall be appraiſer, 
if we want one. | 
Mof. Yes, I'll be the appraiſer, 
Sir Oliv. Oh the profligate ! ( Afide. 
Char. But what's the matter, my little Premium ? You 
dont ſeem to reliſh this buſineſs. | 
Sir Oliv. ( Afe8ing to laugh) Oh yes, I do, vaſtly; 
ha, ha, ha, I Oh the prodigal ! ( Afede. 
Char. Very true x for when a man wants money, 
who the devil can he make ſree with if he can't with 
his own relations. (Exit. 


Sir. Oliv. ( Following) I'll dever forgive him. 


\ 


ACT N. 
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ACT IV. 


Enter Cranes, Sin Olivxn, CARELESS, and 
Moss. 


CHARLES. 


"Th. 


XX7 ALK in, gentlemen, walk in; here they are 
the family of the Surfaces up to the conqueſt. 
Sir Oliv. And, in my opinion, a goodly collection. 


Char. Aye, there they are, done in the true ſpirit - 


and ſtile of portrait painting, and not like your modern 
Raphaels, who will make your piQure independent of 
yourſelf ;—no, the great meritof theſe are, the inve- 
terate likeneſs they bear to the originals. All ftiff 
and aukward as they were, and like nothing in human 
nature beſides. | 

Sir Oliv. Oh, we ſhall never ſee ſuch figures of men 
again. N - 

Char. I hope not You ſee, Mr Premium, what 
a domeſtic man I am; here I fit of an evening ſur- 
rounded by my anceſtors—— Bur come, let us proceed 
to buſineſs To your pulpit, Mr Auctioneer Ob, 
here's a great chair of my father's, that ſeems fit for 
nothing elſe, | | 

Care. The very thing—but what ſhall 1 do for a 
hammer, Charles? As auctioneer is nothing without 
a hammer. 6 

Char. A hammer! [looking round] Let's ſee, what 


have we here—Sir Richard, heir to Rgbert—a ggnea- 


logy in full, egad Here, Careleſs, you ſhall have 
no common bit of mahogany ; here's the family tree, 
and now you may knock down my anceſtors with their 
own pedigree. - v5 | 5 ' 

Sir Oliv. What an unnatural rogue he is !=—An 
expert de facto parricide, [ Afide.] | 

Care. Gad, Charles, this is lucky; it will not only 
ſerve for a hammer, but a catalogue too if we ſhould 
Want it. 


b. Char. 
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— . 


School for Scandal. 47 


Char, True—Come, here's my great uncle Sic 
Richard Ravelin, a marvellous good general in his 
day—He ſerved in all the Duke of Marlborough's 
wars, and got that cut over his eye at the battle of 
Malplaquet He is not dreſſed outAn feathers like 
our modern captains, but enveloped in wig and regi- 
mentals, as a general ſhould be.-—What ſay you, Mr 
Premium? ä 

Mof. Mr Premium would have you ſpeak. 

Char. Why, you ſhall have him for ten pounds, and 
I'm ſure that's cheap enough for a ſtaff ofhcer. 

Sir Oliv. Heaven deliver me! his great uncle Sir 
Richard going for ten pounds [ Aide] Well, Sir, I 

take him at that price. | | | 

Char. Careleſs, knock down my uncle Sir Richard, 

Care. Going, going a-going gone. 

Char. This is a maiden ſiſter of his, my great aunt 


en Deborah, done by Kneller, thought to be one of his 
a beſt pictures, and eſteemed a very, formidable likeneſs. 
hat There ſhe ſits, as a ſhepherdeſs feeding her flock, 
ſur- You ſhall have her for five pounds ten. I'm ſure the 
eed ſheep are worth the money. | 
Ob, Sir Oliv. Ah, poor aunt Deborah.! a woman that 
for ſet ſuch a value on herſelf, going for five pounds ten, 
[Aide] — Well, Sir, ſhe's mine. 1 
or a Char. Knock down my aunt Deborah, Careleſs. 
hout Care. Gone. | 


| Char. Here are two couſins bf theirs—Moſes, theſe 
what pictures were done when beaux wore periwigs, and la- 
mea - dies their own hair. 
have Sir Oliv, Ves, truly—head drefles ſeem to bave been 
tree, ſome what lower in thoſe days. 
| Char. Here's a grandfather of my mother's, a judge 
well known on the weſtern circuit. What will you 
give for him ? , | 
NJ. Four guineas. | | 
Char. Four guineas ! why you don't bid the price 
of bis wig. Premium, you have more reſpe& for thp 
wool fack ; do let me knock him down at fiftcen, 
Sir Oliv. By all means. 4 
| Care, 
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Cart. Gone. 

bar. Here are two 35 William 1d Walter 
Blunt, Eſqrs, both members of parliament, and great 
ſpeakers; and what's very extraordinary, I believe 
this is the firſt time they were ever bought or fold, 

Sir Oliv. That's very extraordinary indeed 1— III 
take them at your own price, for the honour of ou 
liament. 

Char, Well faid, Premium. 

Care. I'll knock them down at forty pounds. WP. 
ing—going—gone. 

Char. Here's a jolly, portly fellow I don't know 
what relation.he is to the family; but he was former- 
ly mayor of Norwich, let's knock him down at eight 
pounds. 

Sir Oliv. No, I think fix is enough for a mayor.” 

Char. Come, come, make it guineas, and I throw 
you the two aldermen into the bargain, | | 

Sir Oliv. They are mine. 

_ Char. Careleſs, knock down the mayor and aldermen. 

Care. Gone. 

Char. But hang it, we ſhall be all day at this rate ; 
come, come, give me three hundred pounds, and take 
all on this fide the room in a len will be 
the beſt way. 

Sir Oliv. Well well, any thing to accommodate you; 
they are mine — But there's one portrait you have al- 
ways paſſed over. 

, Care, nn, that little ill-looking fellow over the 
ettee. 

Sir Oliv. Ves, Sir, 'tis that I mean but I don't 
think him ſo ill-lcoking a fellow by any means. 

Char. That's the picture of my uncle Sir Oliver— 
Before he went abroad it was done, and is eſteemed a 
very great likeneſs. 

| Care. That your uncle Oliver! Then in my opinion 
you never will be friends, for he is one of the moit 
ſtern looking rogues I ever beheld; he has an unfor- 
giving eye, and a damn'd, difinheriting countenance. 
= t you think ſo, little Frewiug ? 

Sir Oliv, 


ow 
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Sir Oliv. Upon my foul I do not, Sir; I think it 28 
honeſt a looking face as any in the room, dead or alive, - 
— But, L ſuppoſe, your uncle Oliver goes with the reſt 
of the lumber: = a RL Hy 

Char. No, hang it, the old gentleman has been very 
good to me, and I' keep his picture as long as IL have 
a room to put it in. . , * 

Sir Oliv. The rogue's my nephew - fter all—!I for- 
give him every thing. [Aſide.] But Sir, I have 
ſome how taken a fancy to that picture. | 

Char. I am ſorry for it, maſter Broker, for you cer- 
tainly won't have it. —— What the devil! have you 
not got enough of the family ? f 

Sir Oliv. 1 forgive him every thing. [Afde] Look'ye, 
Sir, I am a ſtrange ſort of a fellow, and when I take 


a whim in my head, I don't value money ; I'll give you 


as much for that as for all the reſt. | 

Char. Pr'ythee don't be troubleſome I tell you 
I won't part with it, and there's an end on . 3 

Sir Oliv, How like his father the dog is — !] did not 
perceive it before, but I think 1 Les ſo firong a 
reſemblance. [A/de.) Well, Sir, here's a draft for 
your ſum. [Giving a bill. | 

Char. y this bill is for eight hundred pounds. 

Sir Oliv. You'll not let Sir Oliver go, then. 

Char. No, I tell you once for all. | 
Sir Oliv. Then never mind the difference, we'll ba- 
lance that ſome other time—But give me your hand; 
[ preſſes it] you are a damn'd honeſt fellow, Charles— 
O lord! I beg pardon, Sir, for being ſo free Come 
along, Moſes, 

Char. But bark'ye, Premium, you'll provide good 
lodgings for tbeſe gentlemen, [Go/np.] 

Sir Oliv. I'll ſend for 'em in a day or two. 

Char, And pray let it be a genteel conveyance, for 
I aflure you moſt of 'em have been uſed to ride in 
their own Tarriages. \ 

Sir Oliv. I will for all but Oliver. 

Char. For all but the honeſt little Nabob. 

Sir Oliv, Vou are fixed on that, 

Char. Peremptorily. 


4 


Hir Oliv, 


Haſte you can. [Exit. 


tors were ſuch valuable acquaintance.— Kind ladies 
and gentlemen, I am your very much obliged, and 


of your old acquaintance. 


ho can you ſupport ſuch ſpirits under all your miſ 
fortunes? 


tunes are ſo many, that I cant't afford to part-with my 


ed that I ara not more forrowful a 
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Sir Oliv. Ah the dear extravagant dog 2 6 
Good day, Sir. Come, Molcs.—Now let me ſee who her 
dares call him profligate ? [Exit with Moſes. hur 
Care. Why, 2 this is the very N of ſow 
brokers, 1 
Char. I WE , 5 where Moſes got acquainted mah pro 
10 honeft a fellow. — But, Careleſs, ſtep into the com- ( 
pany; I'll wait on you preſently, I fee old Rowley wo 
coming. bel, 
Care. But hark'ye, Charles, don't let that fellow ſity 
make you part with any of that money to diſcharge 1 
muſty old debts. Tradeſmen, you know, are the mot ( 
impertinent people in the world. whi 
. Char. True, and paying them would be encou-. ralit 


raging them. 
Care. Well, ſettle your buſnela: and make = 


Char. Eight hundred pounds ! Two thirds of this 
are mme by right—Five hundred and thirty odd 
pounds !'-—Gad, I never knew till now, that my anceſ- 


moſt grateful humble ſervant. | Bowing to the pidures. 
2 Enter Row Ev. | 
Ab! Rowley, you are juſt come. in time to take leave 


Rowl., Yes; Sir; 1 heard they were going-—But 


Char, That's the cauſe, Mr Rinnley 4 ; my misfor- 


ſpirits. 

Rowl. And can you really take leave of your an- 
ceſtors with ſo much unconcern ? 

Char. Unconcern ! what, I ſuppoſe you are ſurpriſ- 

501 loſing tlie compan) 

of ſo many worthy friends. It is very diflreſling to 
be ſure ; but you ſee they never mave a mulcle, thea 
why the devil ſhould I! 

Raul. Ab, dear Charles 


Char, 


fide] Char. But come, I have no time for triflin g 
who here, take this bill and get it changed, and carry an 
oſes. hundred pounds to poor Stanley, or we ſhall haze 
e of ſomebody call that has a better right to it. | 
- Rewl. Ab, Sir, I wiſh you would remember the 
with proverb - 1 a - 
com- Char. Be juſi before you are generous. Why, ſo I 
wley would if I could, but juſtice is an old lame, hobbling 
beldam, and I can't get her to keep pace with genero- 
low ſity for the ſoul of me. | | 
Large Rowl. Do, dear Sir, reſlect. | * 
moſt Char. That's very true, as you ſay—but Rowley, 
| while I have, by heavens Pll give—ſo damm your mo- 
ncou- rality, and away to old Stanley with the money. [ Exeunt. 
Ie Enter Six OLiver and Moss. 
Exit. N, Well, Sir, I think, as Sir Peter ſaid, you have 
£ this ſeen Mr Charles in all his glory—%ts a great pity he's 
per ſo extravagant. 
* Sir Oliv. True, —but he would not ſell my picture. 
Jadies My. And loves wine and women ſo much. . 
d, and Sir Oliv. But he would not ſell my piflure.— 
rer.] Mof. And games ſo. deep. 7 
Sir Oliv. But he would not ſell my picture. — Oh, 
here comes Rowley. | | 
> leave I | 
Enter RowLey, _ 20. 
— But Roco. Well, Sir, I find you have made a purchaſe. 
r miſ- Sir Oliv. Yes, our young rake has parted with bis 
_ anceſtors like old tapeſtry. | 
misfor- Rol. And he has commiſhoned me to return you 
ith my an bundred pounds of the purchaſe money, but under 
| your fictitious character of old Stanley. I ſaw a taylor 
our an and two hoſiers dancing attendance, who, I know, 
| will go unpaid, and the hundred pounds would ſatisfy 
ſorpril- them. 5 
»mpany il. Sir Oliv. Well, well, Fil pay his debts and his be- 
ſing to nevolence too. — But now, I'm no more a broker, and 
e, then ou ſhall introduce me to the elder brother as old 
; Stanley. x | 
Char, E 2 
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14 +: Enter Tee. 
Trip. Gentlemen, I'm ſorry I was not in che way to 
bew you out. Hark've Moſes, [Eæli with Moles. 
Sir Oliv. There's a fellow, now Will you beiieve 
it, that puppy intercepted the ſew on our coming, and 
wanted to raiſe money before he got to his maſter. 
Row!, Indeed! | 
Sir Oliv. And they are now planning an annuity 
bufineſs—Oh ! maſter Rowley, in my time ſervants 
were content with the follies of their maſters, when 
they were wore 'a little threadbare ; but now they 
have their vices, like their birth-day clothes, with 
the gloſs on. | - LExeunt, 


SCENE, the Apartments of Joszrn SURFACE, 


Euter Joszyn and a SERVANT. 


of. No letters from Pady Teazle. 
225 No, Sir. 2 x | 

-  Jof. I wonder ſhe did not write if ſhe could not 
come — I hope Sir Peter does not ſuſpet—But Charles's 
diflipation and extravagance are great points in my fa- 
vour. Mnoc king at the door ) See if it is her. 
Serv. Tis Lady Teazle, Sir; but ſhe always orders 
her chair to the milliner's in the next ſtreet. 

Je. Then draw that ſcreen—my oppoſite neigh- 
hour is a maiden lady of fo curious a temper—You 
need not. wait. (Exit Servant)—My Lady Teazle, 
I'm afraid, begins to ſuſpe& my attachment to Maria ; 
put the muſt not be acquainted with that ſecret till I 
have her more in my power. ; 
| Enter L.avy TEAZzLE. | 
II. Teaz, What, Sentiment in Soliloquy !=———Have 
vou been very impatient now? Nay, you look ſo grave, 

—Laſſure you I came as ſoon as 1 could. 
Jef. Oh, madam, punRuality is a ſpecies of con- 
Rancy a very unfaſhionable cuſtom among ladies, 
L. Teaz, Nay, you wrong me; I'm ſure you'd pity 
me. if you knew my ſituation—-[both . — Sit 0 
| | really 


>, 
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really grows ſo peeviſh, and ſo ill-natured, there's no 
enduring him; and then to ſuſpect me with Charles— 

Jof. I'm glad my ſcandalous friends keep up that 
report. 

N. Teaz, For my part, I wiſh Sir Peter to let 
Maria marry him Woul'du't you, Mr Surface? 

» Jof. Indeed I would not—-[4/ide]—Oh, to be ſure; 
and then my dear Lady Teazle would be couvinced 
how groundleſs her ſuſpicions were, of my having any 
thoughts of the ſilly girl. | | 

L. Teax. Then, there's my friend Lady Sneerwell 
has propagated malicious ſtories about me—and what's 
very provoking, all without the leaſt, foundation. 

Je. Ah! there's the miſchief——for when a ſcan- 
dalous ſtory is believed againſt one, there's no comfort 
like the conſciouſneſs of having deſerved it. 

J.. Teaz, And to be continyally-cenſured and ſuf. 
peed, when I know the integrity of my own beart— - 
it would almoſt prompt me to give him ſome grounds 
for it. s 

57. Certainly——for when a huſband grows ſuſ- 
picious, and withdraws his confidence from his wife, it 
then becomes a part of her duty to endeavour to out- 
1 him. —Vou owe it to the natural privilege of your 
ex. 

L. Teaz. Indeed! | | 

of. Oh yes; for your huſband ſhould never be 
deceived in you, and you ought to be frail in compli- 
ment to his diſcerument. ö 

JL. Teas. This is the neweſt doctrine. 

Tof. Very wholeſome, believe me, N 

E. Trag. So, the only way to prevent his ſuſpicions, 
is to give him cauſe for them. = 
Z. Tacx. But then the conſciouſneſs of my inno- 
cence | 
Jef. Ah, my dear Lady Teazle, tis that conſciouſ- 
nels'of your innocence that ruins you. What is it 


— 


chat makes you imprudent in your conduct, and care- 


leſs of the cenſures of the world? The conſciouſne la 
of your innocence. What is it that makes you regard - 
ie! of forms, and inattentive to your huſband's peace ? 

E. 3 —Wy, 
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be convinced 


_ , hould. perſuade you to any thing that you thought 
wrong. No, no, 1 have too much honovr ſor that. 


Mall Ido? Hide me ſumewhere,. good, Mr Logic. 
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yy, the conſciouſneſs, of your innocence. Nox. | 
my dear Lady Teazle, if you could only be prevailed | 
upon to make a trifling faux-pas, you can't imagiue 


how circumſpe& you would grow. 
Z. Teax. Do you think ſo? a it 
Jo,. Depend upon it,—Your caſe at preſent, my n 


- dear Lady Teazle, reſembles that of a perſon in a 


plethora—you are abſolutely dying of too much health, 
L. Teaz. Why, indeed, if my underſtanding could 


Fof. Your underſtanding Oh yes, your -under- 
landing u] be convinced. Heaven forbid that. I 


ZL. Treu. Don't you think you may as. well leave 
honour out of the queſtion.? [both 1i/e.) | 
Fe. Ah! I fee, Lady Teazle, the effects of your 
country education ſtill, remain. | 

L. Teaz. They do, indeed, and I begin to find my- 
ſelf imprudent ; and if I. ſhould be brought to act 
wrong, it would be fooner from Sir Peter's ill treat- 
ment of me, than from your honourable logic, I aſſure 
vou. | 

oY. Then, by this hand, which is unworthy of 

[Aneeling, a ſervant ewters. ] —What do you. want, you 
iconndrel ? | 0 

Serv. I beg pardon, Sir, — ] thought you would 
not chuſe Sit Peter ſhould come up-. 


| {9 Sir Peter! 
« Teaz. Sir Peter! Oh, I'm undone ! + What 


of. Here, here, behind this ſcreen, (She runs bs 
hind. the ſereen) and now reach me a book,» [Sit 
de un and read:. F 


- 


Enter Six PETER. 


Sir Pet. Aye, there he is, ever improving himſelf; 
Mr Surface, Mr Surface. | : 

of. [ Aﬀethig io gape.] Oh, Sir Peter! I rejoice 
to ſee you——T was got over a fleepy book here —I am 
vaſtly glad to ſee you——I thank you for this call--4 
BR believe 


gratity 
dout.: y 


4 


What 
ic. 
uns le- 


[Sits 


|! mſc 1 f. 


rejoice 
N. 9 
call—I 
believe 


9 
helleve you have not been here ſince I finiſhed my li- 
brary.— Books, books, you know, are the only thing 
am a coxcomb in. 'F -+ apa 

Sir Pet. Vexy pretty. indeed—why, even your 
ſcreen is a ſource. of knowledge—hung round with 
maps I ſee. | 1 

Jo. Ves, I find great uſe in that fereen. 

Sir Pet. Ves, yes, fo you muit when you want\to 
find eny thing in a hurry. a 

of, Yes, or to hide any thing in a hurry. [Aide] 

Sir Pet. Bat, my dear. frieud, 1 want to have ſome 
private talk with you. | 

of. You need not wait. Exit Serv. 

Sir Pet. Pray fit dux n— (Ait t - My dear friend. 
I want to impart to you ſome of my diſtteſſes—In 
ſhort, Lady Teazle's behaviour of late has given me 
very great uncalineſs, She not only diſſipates and de- 
ſtroys my fortune, but I have flrong reaſons dd belie ve 
ig has formed an attachment elſewhere. RET, 
Zof. Iam unhappy to hear it. r 
Sir Pet. L knew you would ſympathize with me. 
FJoſ. Believe me, Jit Peter, ſuch a diſcovery woultl 
affect me—juſt as much as it does you” 

Sir. Pet. What a happineſs to have a friend we can 
truſt, even. with our family ſecrets Can't you gueſs. 
who it is? | (7 BF 4227 

Je I hav'n't the moſt diſtant idea.—-It can't be 
Sir Benjamin Backbite. | | 

Sir Pet. No, no— What do you think of Charles? 

Jef. My brother! impoſlible ! 'T. can't think be 
would be capable of ſuch baſeneſs and ingratitude. 

Sir Pet. Ab, the goodueſs of your own mind makes 
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you ſlow to believe ſuch villainy. 


Fof. Very true, Sir. Peter, The man. who is con- 
ſcious of the integrity of his own heart, is ever flow to 


credit another's baſeneſs. 


Sir Pet. And yet, that the ſ6n of my old friend 
ſhould practiſe againſt the honour of my family. 
of. Aye, there's the caſe, Sir Peter. When in- 
gratitude» beards the dart of injury, the wound ſeef⸗ 
doubt) ſmart, 
vir Pet, 
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Sit Pet. What noble ſentiments !—He never uſed 
a ſentiment, pngrateful boy! that I have ated as guar- 
dian ty, and who was brought up under my eye; and 1 
never in my life refuſed him my advice. 

Fel. I don't know, Sir Peter—he may be ſuch a 
man—if it be ſo, he is no longer a brother of mine; I 
renounce him. — For the man who can break through 
the laws of hoſpitality, and ſeduce the wife or daugh- 
ter of his friend, deſerves to be branded as a peſt to 
ſociety. 

Sir Pet. And yet, Joſeph. if I was to make it pubs 
lic, I ſhould only be ſneexed and laughed at. 

7% Why, that is very true—No, oo, vou muſt not 
make it public ; people would talk 
Sir Pet, Talk —they'd ſay it was all my own fault; 
an old doating bachelor to marry a young giddy girl. 
They'd paragraph me in the news- -Papers, and make 
ballads on me. 

FF. And yet, Sir Peter, I can't think that my La- 
dy Teazle's honour —— 

Sir Pet. Ah, my dear friend, wats her honour op- 
poſed againſt the flattery of a handſome young fellow? 
— But Joſeph, ſhe has been upbraiding me of late, that 
1 have not made her a ſettlement ; and I think, in 
our laſt quarrel, ſhe tald ſhe would not. be forry if I 
was dead., ow, I have brought draughts of two 
deeds for your peruſal, and ſhe ſhall find, if I was to 
die, that I have not been inattentive to her welfare 
while being. By the one ſhe will enjoy eight hun- 
dred pounds ä. year during wy life ; and by the other, 
the bulk of my fortune after my death. 

of This conduct is truly generous.—1 wiſh it 
may nt oorrupt my pupil. (Aldde. 

Sir Pet. But I would not have her as yet acqugint- 
ed with 75 leaſt mark of my affeion. 

Je. Not I—if 1 could help it. 2 

Sir Pet. And now I have unburthened my ſe 
you, let 100 talk over your affair with Maria. | 

Je. Not a fyllable upon the ſubject now, Har- 
med). —Sorre other time; IL am too much affected 


I 
by 
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by your affairs, to think of my own. For the man 
who can think of his own happineſs, while his friend 


is in diſtreſs, deſerves to be hanted as a monſter out 
of ſociety. 1 

A Sir Pet. I am ſure of your affectiom for her. 

[ Fof. Let me intreat you, Sir Pcter— -- 

* Sir Pit. And though you are ſo averſe to Lady 

_ Teazle's knowing it, 1 affirre you ſhe is not your ene- 

to my, and I am ſenſibly chagrined you have made no fur- 
ther progreſs. ; 

bs of. Sir Peter, I muſt not hear you— The man 
who (Enter a Servant) What do you want, firrah ?' 

10k Serv. Your brother, Sir, is at the door talking to a2 
gentleman ; he ſays he knows you are at home; that 

it; Sir Peter is with you, and he muſt ſee you. 

irl. Jeſ. 1 am not at home. 

ake Sir Pet. Yes, yes, you ſhall be at home. 

N Fof. (After ſome heſitation) Very well, let him come 


up. | 4% & 
Sir Pet. Now, Joſeph, 1'11 Bide myſelf, and do you 


* tax him about the affair with my Lady Feazle, and ſo 
pile draw the ſecret from him. Nie 1 EN 
that Jeſ. O fye, Sir Peter—what, join in a plot to tre- 
? r pan my brother ! - 

if Sir Pet, Oh aye, to ſerve your friend ;—befides, if 
— he is innocent, as you ſay he 1s, it will give him an op- 
Mis portunity to clear himſelf, and make me very bappy- 
Hare Hark, 1 hear him coming— where ſhall I go ?—be- 
w_ hind this ſcreen— What the devil! here has been one 
* 5 


liſlener already, for I'll ſwear I ſaw a petticoat. 
: Fof.  AfeRing to laugh] It's very ridiculous— Ha, 
ch it ha, ha, —a tidiculous affair, indeed ha, ha, ha— Hark” 
ye, Sir Peter, [ pulling him ide] though I hold a man 
| of intrigue to be a moſt deſpicable character, yet you 
know it does not follow, that. one is to.be an abſolute 
Joſeph either. Hark'ye, 'tis a little French milliner, 
that calls upon me ſometimes, and hearing you were com- 


ing, and having ſome charaQer to loſe, ſhe flipped be · 
hind the ſcreen. 


8 
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Sir be A French milliner ! ( ſmiling) cunning 
rogue! Foſeph—Sly rogue !—But zounds, ſhe has over- 
heard every thing that has paſſed about my wife. 

of. Oh, never fear. —Take my word it will never 


go farther for her. N 
Sir Pet. Won't it ? i 1 
J. No, depend upon it. 1 
Sir Pet. Well, well, if it will go no further -I 1 
where ſhall I hide my ſelf ? 
of. Here, here, lip into the cloſet, and- you may 
ovtrhear every word. * 
L. Teatz. Can I ſteel away? [ Peeping.) - | th 
Foſs Huſb ! bub ! don't ſtir. * 


Sir Pet. Joſeph, tax him home. (Preping.). e 
* of: In, in, my dear Sir Peter. | 
L. Teaz. Can't you lock the cloſet door? 
Fof. Not a word you'll be diſcovered. 
Sir Pet. Joſeph, don't ſpare him. 
of. For heaven's ſake lie clole—A pretty Giuntian 
Lam in, to part man and wife in this manner. [A/ige. 
Sir Pet. You're fure the little ane milliner 
won't blab. — 


Enter Cn ates. 


Char, Why, how now, brovier, your fellow denied 
you, they ſaid you were not at home. —What, have 
you had a Jew or a wench-with you? 

of. Neither, brother, neither. | 

Char. But where's Sir Peter? I thought he was 
with you. 

Fo. He was, brother; but hearing you was com- 
ing, he left the houſe, 

Char, What, was the old fellow afraid J wanted to 
borrow money of him ? 

Fo. Borrow ! no, brother; but I am forry to hear 
you _ given that worthy man cauſe for great. un- 

inefs, 

"Char. Yes, I am told 1 do that to a great many 
worthy men— Bat how do you mean, brother? 


Ra Fol 


f 
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of. Why, he thinks you have endeavoured to dle 

nate the affections of Lady Teazle, 

Char. Who, I alienate the affections of Lady Tenele! 
— Upon my word he accuſes me very unjuſtly. What, 
has the. old gentle man found out that he = got a young 

wife; or, what is worſe, has the . found out that 
ſhe has got au old huſband? . 

of. Fo r ſhame, brother. ; 

Char. "Tis true, I did once ſulpect her ladyſhip had 
a partiality for me, but upon my ſoul I never gave her 
the leaſt encouragement z z for, ** know my attach- 

ment was to Maria. 

Foſ. This will make Sir Peter extremely happy— 
But if ſhe had a partiality for you, ſure you would not 
have been baſe enough 

Char, Why, look'ye, Joſeph, I hope I ſhall never 
deliberately do a diſhonourable action; but if a pretty 
woman ſhould purpoſely throw herſelf in my way, and 
that pretty woman hould happen to be married to a 

Uh 4 man old enough to be her father | | 
Winer of. What then? 

Char. Why then, I believe T enn dee occa - 
ſion to borrow a little of your morality, brother. 

Joſe Oh fie, brother The man who can jeſt— 

Char. Oh, that's very true, as you were going to ob- 
ſerve.—— But Joſeph, do you know that I am ſurpriſed at 
your ſuſpecting me with Lady Teazle. 1 thought you 
was always the favourite there. 

%% Me! | 

Char. Why yes, I have ſeenyou exchange ſuch fig- 


nificant. glances. 

Je. *Piha ! | | 

Char. Yes I have; and don't you remember when 
I came in here, and caught her and you at 

Je. I muſt ſtop him. (Aae) [ Stops bis mouth.) Sir 
Peter has overheard every word that you have ſaid, 

Char. Sir Peter | where is he ?—what, in the cloſet ? 

— Foregad I'll have him * : 

of. No, no. {Stopping him. 
2 I wil—Sir Peter Teaxle, come into _—_ N 
mar 
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ä What, my old guardian turn inquiſitor, and 4 evi. 


| dence. incog. 


I have ſuſpected you wrongfully ; but you muſt not 
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| Enter SIA PazTEx. 


Str Pet, Give me your hand=--T own, my dear boy, 


be angry with Joſeph; it was my plot, and 1 ſhall 
think of you as long as I live for what I overheard. 
Char. Then 'tis well you did not hear more. Is it 


not, Joſeph ? | 
Sir Pet. What, you would have retdrted on Joſeph, 

would you? 5 
Char. And yet you might have as well ſuſpeQed t 


him as me. Might he not Joſeph ? 

| Enter Szrvant. | 

Serv. 1 Joſeph.] Lady Sneerwell, Sir, is 
juſt coming up, and ſays ſhe muſt ſee you. 

Foſ. Gentlemen, I muſt beg your pardon I have 

company waiting for me; give me leave to conduct 

you down fairs. 


Char. No, no, ſpeak to them in another room; | Ho 
have not ſeen Sir Peter a great while, and I want to 
talk with him. ( 
Joe, Well, I'll fend away the perſon and return im. 8 
mediately. Sir Peter, not a word of the little French C 
milliner. ( Iſide and exit. linen 
Sir Pet. Ah, 8 what a pity you don't aſſoci- this 
ate more with your brother; we then might have lone here 
hopes of your reformation 'be%s n young man of ſuc} out « 


ſentiments—Ab there is nothing in vhis world ſo nob N. 


as a man of ſentiment, trate 
Char. Oh, he's too moral by half; and fo apprehen make 
- five of his good name, that I dare fay he would 4 one a 
ſoon let a prieſt into his houſe as a wench. ther, 
Si Pet. No, no, you accuſe him wrongfully much 
_ Though Joſeph is no rake, he is no faint, / thing. 
Char. Oh! a perfect anchorite—a young hermit. W ha, ha 
Sir Pet. Huſh, huſh; don't abuſe him; {or he m J. 
chance to hear of it again. againſt 
Char, Why, you won't tell him, will you ? every t 
| | | Sir P. Sip 
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Sir Pet. No, no, but—I have a great mind to tell 
bi- bim. (Aſid:) ( ſeemt to heſitate) —Hark*ye, Charles, have 
you a mind for a laugh at Joſeph ? 


Char. I ſhould like it of all thing let's have it. 


4 Sir Pet. Gad, I'll tell him LI be even with. 
hal Joſeph for diſcovering me in the cloſet (Ad. 
d. —  — Hark'ye, Charles, be had a girl with him when 


called, | 
Char. Who, Joſeph ? impoſſible! _ | 
Sir Pet, Yes, a little French milliner, (tales him to 
the front)—and the beſt of the joke is, ſhe is now in 
the room. C I f 
Char. The devil ſhe is !-—Where ? 
Sir Pet. Huſh,ahuſh—behind the ſcreen. 
Char. I'll have out. 5 
Sir Pet. No, no, no. | 


Ss it | 


eph, 
Sed 


zir, is 


Char. Yes. 
es Sir Pet. No. 
ondu Char, By the Lord I will So now for it. 


4h 1 Both run up to the ſcreen——— The ſcreen falls, at de 


* ſame time Jossrn enters. 


do 
oy” Char. Lady Teazle, by all that's wonderful! 
urn im- Sir Pet, Lady Teazle, by all that's horrible! 
French Char. Sir Peter, this is the ſmarteſt little French mil - 
and exit liner I ever ſaw—But pray what is the meaning of all 


1; aſſoci this? You ſeeta to have been playing at hide and ſeek 
ive ſome here, and for my part, I don't know who's in or who's 
| of ſuc out of the ſecret— Madam, will you pleaſe to explain? 
| ſo nobe —Not a word — Brother, is it your pleaſure to illuſ- 
trate ?—Morality dumb too — Well, though I can 
make nothing of it, I ſuppoſe you perfectly underſtand 
one another, good folks, and ſo I' leave you. Bro- 
ther, I am ſorry you have given that worthy man ſo 
much caule for uneaſineſ. Sir Peter, there is no- 
thing in the world ſo noble as a man of ſentiment.— Ha, 
ha, ha. (Exit. 

Joſe. Sir Peter, notwithſtanding sppearances are 
againſt me—if—if you'll give me leave I' explain 
, every thing to your ſatisfaQion, - * 
? Sir 5. Sir Pet. If you * 


appre bei 
would * 


fully 


Dr he m 


Ju. 
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Fof. Lady Teazle knowing my Lady Teazle—1 
ſay — knowing my pretenſions to your ward Maria | 
and—Lady Teazle—I fay—knowing the jealouſy of 
my—of your temper—fhe called in here—in order 
that ſhe—that 1 might explain hat theſe pre- 
tenſions were —And— hearing you were coming—and 
as 1 faid before — knowing the jealouſy of your tem- t 
per—ſhe—my Lady Teaz!e—I fay—went behind the 
icreen—and—This is a full and clear account of the 10 
whole affair. 


bs " Sir Pet. A very clear account truly! and I dare ſay ſt 
4 4 the lady will vouch for the truth of every word of it. 
1 L. Teaz. [ Advancing] For not one ſyllable, Sir 
Peter. | 
Sir Pet. What the devil! don't you think it worth 
your while to agree in the lie ? | 
L. Teaz, There's not a word of truth in what that 
gentleman has been ſaying. * 
Fof. Zounds, madam, you won't ruin me. 
L. Teaz. Stand out of the way, Mr Hypdcrite, I'll 
ſpeak for my elt. | : 
1 Sir Pet. Aye, aye—let her alone—ſhe'll make a 
| * better ſtory of it than you did. f 5 
3 Z. Teag. I came here with no intention of liſtening 
to his addreſſes to Maria, and even ignorant of his pre- 
ma tenſions; but ſeduced by his inſidious arts, at leattto 
* liſten to his addreſſes, if not to ſacrifice his hogour, as 
3 well as my own, to his unwarrantable deſires. | 
* Sir Pet. Now I believe the truth is coming indeed... 
Fe. What, is the woman mad ? 
q I.. Teras. No, Sir, ſhe has recovered her ſenſes. Sir 
1 Peter, I cannot expect you'll credit me; but the ten- 


3 


— 
EE 


— 
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; * derneſs you expreſſed for me, when I am certain you did bef 
* not know I was within hearing, has penetrated ſo deep Ob. 
* into my beart, that could I have eſcaped the mortifica- T I p 
| „ tion of this diſcovery, my future life ſhould have con- tie 
| ity vinced you of my ſincere repentance. As for that N 
3 ſmooth-tongued hypocrite, who would have ſeduced Sir c 
; $ the wife of his too credulous friend, while he pretended was it 
an honoygable paſſion for bis ward, I now view him in be 2 
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ſo deſpicable alight, that I ſhall never again reſpect my- 
ſelf for baving liſtened to his addreſſes. Exit. 
of. Sir Peter—Notwithſtanding all this—Heayen 
is my witneſs | 
Sir Pet. That you are a villain, and fo I'll leave you 


. to your meditations. 
5 55 Nay, Sir Peter, you muſt not leave me - The 
5 man who ſhuts his ears againſt con viction 

| Sir Pet. Oh dama your ſentiments damn your 
7 


ſentiments. (Exit, Joſeph foloqwing. 


ACT V. 


SCENE, Joszen Svrract's Apartments, 
at ; 
Enter Joosten and a SERVANT. 
1 Joszrn. 4 
M R Stanley ! why ſhould you think I would fee 
8 Mr Stanley! you know well enough he comes 
170 mtreating for ſomething. | 
ing Serv, They let him in before I knew of it; and old 
* Rowley is with him. N ; 
t to J. Pſnha, you blockhead; ] am ſo diſtracted with 
28 my own misfortunes, I am not in a humour to ſpeak 


with any one—but ſhew the fellow up. (Zxit Ser- 
vant.) Sure fortune never played a man of my policy 
ſuch a trick before My character ruined with Sir Pe- 
ter my hopes of Maria lok—Pm ia a pretty humour 
to liſten to poor relations truly.— I ſhan't be able to 
beſtow even a bene vobent ſentiment, on old Stanley. 
Oh, here he comes; J'll getire, and endeavour to put 
a little charity in my face however. Ei. 


Enter Six Ortven and RowLey. 
Sir OMiv. What, does he avoid us? That was him, 
was it not? | | 
Rowl. Yes, Sir; but his nerves are too weak to 
bear the fight of a poor relation: I ſhould have come 
br't to break the matter to him. | 
** F 2 Sir Oo. 


— 
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Sir Oliv. A plague of his nerves l- yet this. is he 
whom Sir Peter extols as a man of the moſt benevolent 
way of thinking. 

Nou. Yes—he has as much ſpeculative benevo- 
lence as any man in the kingdom, though he is not fo 
ſenſual as to indulge himſelf in the exerciſe of it. 

Sir Oliv. Yet he bas a ſtring of ſentimepts, I ſup- N 

poſe, at his finger ends. | { 

N And his favourite one is, Tat charity begins. = 
at e. | 

FSi Oliv. And his, I preſume, is of that domeſtick 


> ſort, which never flirs. abroad at all. 


. Row/. Well, Sir, I'll leave you to introduce your- 
0 ſelf as old Stanley; 1 muſt be here again to announce = 
| 4 you in Fout real character. 8 a\ 
| 7 Sir Oliv. True—and you'll afterwards meet. me at 
© - Sir Peter's. pc 
Hg ' - Rewl. Without lofing a moment. {Exit Rowi x v. 
wa Sir Oliv. Here he comes—1 don't like the complaiſ- 
7 A ance of his features. | 
4 ' i Enter Josy n. 4. 
1 +» of. Sir, your moſt obedient z I beg pardon for 


| keeping you a moment Mr Stanley, I prefume. 
| Sir Oliv. At your ſervice, Sir. | 

Jeſ. Pray, be ſeated, Mr Stanley, Lintreat you, Sir. 
Sir Oliv, Dear Sir, there's no occaſion. Too cere- 


muonious by half. (Aldi. 
1 Jeſ. Though I have not the pleaſure of your ac- 
_ - vaintance, I am very glad to ſee you look ſo well.—. 
un think, Mr Stanley, you was nearly related to my 
4 1 mother. * 

. Sir Oliv, 1, was, Sir; ſo nearly, that my preſent po- 


{ 
| verty 1 fear may do diſcredit to her wealthy cbildren ; 
| elfe I would not preſume to trouble you now. 


Fof. Ah, Sir, don't mention that—For the- man 
who is in diſtreſs has ever a right to claim kindred with and 
N the wealthy; I am ſure 1 wiſh I was of that num- 85 
* ber, or that it was in my power even to afford you a how) 
198 {mall relief. | 
11099 Sir Oliv. If your uncle Sir Oliver was here, I ſhould: 
þ have a friend, | 4 5 


* 
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Ji 1 wiſh be was, Sir, you ſhould not want am ad- 


vocate with him, believe me. 6 ies -f 
Sir Oliv. I ſhould not need one, my diſtreſſes would 
= recommend me. But Timagined. his bounty had ena» 
ſo bled you to be the agent of his charities. r e 
Fof. Ah, Sir, you are miſtaken; ararice, avarice, 
p- Mr Stanley, is the vice of age; to be ſure it has been 
$718 


ſpread abroad that he has been very bountiful to me, 
but without the leaſt foundation, though I never choſe 
to Contradict the report, 


ck Sir Oliv. And has be never remitted you bullion, - 
rupees, or pagodas ? | | | 
ur- Fe: Oh, dear Sir, no ſuch thing. I have indeed 
nce received ſome \trifling preſents from him, ſuch as ſhawls, 
. + avadavats, and Indian crackers; nothing more, Sir. 
at ir Oliv. Thixe's gratitude for twelve thoufand- 
pounds! ( A/ade) Shawls, avadavats, and Indian crackers! 
v. Fofſ. Then there's my brother, Mr Stanley ; one 
laiſ- would ſcarce believe what I have done for that unfor- - 


tunate young man. | 7 
Sir Oliv. Not J for one. [Afrde.? £ 

of. Oh, the ſums F have lent him —— Well "twas ' 

for an amiable weakneſs I muſt own I can't defend it, 
e. tho” it appears more blameable at preſent, as it pre- 


: vents me from ſerving you, Mr Stanley, as my heart 
„Sir. dĩrects. | 


cere· Sir Oliv. Difſembler—{ Aſde] - then you cannot a- 
Aſide. ſiſt me. | 
Ir. AC» Fof. JI am very unhappy to ſay it's not in my power 
ell.— at preſent; but you may depend upon hearing from 
o my me when I can be of any ſervice to you. 0 

Str Oliv. Sweet Sir, you are too good. | 
nt po- "Jef. Not at all, Sir; to pity without the power to 
dren 3 relieve, is ſtill more painful than to atk and to be de- 


nied. Indeed, Mr Stanley, you bave deeply. affec- 
e, man ted me. Sir, your moſt devoted; I-wiſh you health 
ed with and ſpirits. | : | 
t num- Sir Oliv, Your ever grateful and tual (borvi 
| you © WW How) humble ſervant. y —_ ow 
Jo. 1 am extremely ſorry, Sir, for your misſor- 
L hound tunes Here, open the door Mr Stanley, your 
f moſt. devoted. | 3 / Sir Oliv. - 
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Sir Oliv. Yorr meſt obliged ſervant. Charles, you 


are my heir. [Ade, and Exit. 


e Fhis is another of the evils that attends a man 


having ſo good a character It ſubje & him to the im- 


portunity of the ne ceſſitous the pure and ſlerling ore 


of charity is a very expenſive article in the catalogue 
of a man's virtves ; whereas, the ſentimental French 
plate I uſe anſwers the purpoſe full as well, and pays 
= ; ( Going. 


8 Enter RowrExv. | 
Necul. Mr Surface, your moſt obedient; I wait on 
you from your uncle ho is juſt arrived. (Giver him 
4 note, ) 


Foſs How ! Sir Oliver arrived e, Mr —— 


call back Mr Stanley. 
i Rel. It's too late, Sir, I met him going. out of 
the hauſe- 


of. Wor even any thing ſo unfortunate !' ( Afide.)- 
I hope my uncle has enjoyed good health and ſpirits. 


Rowl. Oh, very good, Sir; he bid me inform you 
he'll Wait on you within this half hour. 


Joſ. Preſent him my kind love and duty, and aſſure 


him I'm quite impatient to ſee him. (Bowing.) 
Noc. I ſhall, Sir. [Exit Rowley. 
Jeſ. Pray do, Sir, (bows)— This was the moſt; cur- 


- fed piece of ill luck, _ [Exit Joſeph. 
« SCENE, Sic Peres Tzazuz's Houſe. 


Enter Mas Canpour and Main. | 
Maid. Indeed, madam, my lady will ſee no one at 
preſent. ' 


Mrs Cand. Did you tell her it was her friend Mrs. 


Candour ? 

Maid. I did, madam, and ſhe begs to be excuſed. 

Mrs Cand. Go again, for I am ſure ſhe mus be 
greatly diſtreſſed. (Exit maid.) How provoking to 
be kept waiting !—LI am not miſtreſs of half the circum- 
Nances I ſhall have the whole affair in the news · pa- 
pers, with the parties names at full length, before I have 
dropped tbe. ſtory at a dozen houſes. Luer 
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| Enter Six Benjamin BAcksirr. N Y 


Mrs Cand. Oh, Sir Benjamin, I am glad you are 
come; have you heard of Lady Teazle's affair? Well, 
I never was ſo ſurpriſed—and I am fo diſtreſſed for the 
arties. 3 
: Sir Benj. Nay, I can't ſay I pity Sir Peter, he was 
always fo partial. to Mr Surface. - 

Mrs Cand. Mr Sorface Why it was Charles. 
Sir Benj. Oh, ho, madam, Mr Surface wag the 
gallant. ED | 
Mrs Cand. No, Charles. was the lover; and Mr 
Surface, to do him jultice, was the cauſe of the diſco- 
very: he brought Sir. Peter; and 


. Sir Benj. Oh, my dear madam, no ſuch thing: for 
T had it from one 
© oa Mr Cand. Yes, and.I had it from one, that had it 
| from one that 'Knew=—— ; 
de.) Sir Benj, And I had it from one 
. Mrs Cand. No ſuch thing but here comes my 
you Lady Sneerwell, and perhaps ſhe may have heard the 
particulars. any. - 
Mare - Enter Lavy SNusERWELL, 
[ L. Sncer. Oh, dear Mrs Candour, here a ſad affair 
wley- about our friend Lady Teazle. . 
| Cur- Mrs Cand. Why, to be ſure, poor thing, I am much 
oleph. concerned for her. | 
L. Sneer. I proteſt ſo am I-though I muſt 'confeſs- 
ſhe was always too lively for me. 2. 
Mrs Cand. But ſhe had a great deal of good nature. 


Sir Berj. And had a very ready wit. 
Mrs Cand. But do you all the particulars? 
To Lady Sneerwell,] 
Sir Benj. Yet who could have ſuſpected Mr Surface! 
Mrs Cand. Charles you mean. 
322 No, Mr Surface. 
Mrs Cand. Oh, "twas Charles. 
L. Sneer. Charles! . | 
Mrs Cand. Ves, Charles. \ — 5 4 
Sir Benj. I'll not pretend to diſpute with you, Mi 
Candour ; but be it as it may, I hope Sir Peter's wounds 
won't prove mortal. . Mr: Cand. 
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Mrs Cond. Sir Peter's a what! did they 
fight? I never heard a word of that. 

Sir Benj. No! 

Mrs Cand No ! 3 75 

L. Saeer. Nor I, a ſyllable: Do, dear Sir Benja- 
min, tell us, 

Sir Benj, Oh, my dear madam, then you" don't 


Sir «pate you muſt know, had a. long. time ſuſpected 
Lady Teazle's viſits to Mr Surface. 

Mrs Cand. To Charles you mean. 

Sir Bernj, No, Mr Surface ;—and upon going to his 
houſe, and finding Lady Teazle there, Sir, {ays Sir Pe- 
ter, you are a very ungrateful fellow. 

Mr Cand. Aye, that was Charles. 

Sir Benj. Mr Surface. — And old as I am, ſays he, 
I demand immediate ſatisſaction: Upon this, they both 
drew their ſwords, and to it they fell. 

Mre Cand. That muſt be Charles; for it is very 
unlikely that Mr Surface ſhould fight him 1a his owa 


- houſe. 


Sir Benj. Sdeath, madam, not at all. Lady Teazle, 
upon ſeeing Sir Peter in ſuch danger, ran out of the 


room in ſtrong hyſtericks, and was followed by Charles, 
calling out for hartſnorn and water: They fought, and 
Sir Peter received a woutffd in his right fide by the 


thruſt of a ſmall ſword. 


Enter CRABTREE, 


Crab. Piſtols ! piſtols! nephew. 
Mrs Cand. Oh, Mr Bs, Lam glad you are 


come; now we ſhall have the whole affair. 


Sir Benj. No, no, it was a ſmall ſword, uncle: 
Crab. Zounds, nephew, I ſay it was a piſtol. 


Sir Benj. A thruſt in ſecond, through the ſmall guts. 


Grab. A bullet lodged in the thorax. 
Sir Benj. But give me leave, dear uncle; it was a 


mall ſword. 


Grab. 1 tell you it was a pitol—Won't you ſuffer 
any body to know any thing but yourſelf ? It was a 
piſtol, and Charles. 

Mrs Cand. Aye l I knew it was Charles. 

Six Beni. Mc Surface, uncle, Crab. 


- 


are 


gue" 


was a 


ſuffer 


was 2 


Crab. 
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Crab. Why, zounds ! I ſay it bete muſt no- 
body ſpeak but yourſelf? I'll tell you how the whole. 


_ 2 


2 av) 5 Aye do, do pray tell us. 


Sir Benz. I ſee my uncle knows nothiog at all about 


the matter. 


Crab. Mr Surface, you muſt know, ladies, came late 
from Salt- hill, where he had been the evening before- 


his 


loaded, and on Sir Peter's taxing Charles 
Sir Benj, Mr Surface you mean. 


with a particular friend of his, Who has a fon at Eton; 
iſtols were left on the bureau, and uafortunately 


Crab. Do pray, nephew, hold your tongue, and let 


me ſpeak ſometimes— I ſay, Ladies, upon his taki 


Charles to account, and taxing him with the 


ingratitude —— 


Sir Ben. Aye, Ladies, I told you. Sir Peter taxed: 


him with ingratitude. 


Crab. They agreed each to take a piſtol They fir- 


ed at the ſame inſtant Charles's ball took placg, and 
lodged in he thorax. Sir Peter's miſſed, and what is 


very ext 


inary, the ball grazed againſt a little. 


bronze Shakefpeare that over the chimney, flew- 
off through the window, M right angles, and wounded 
the poſtman, who was juſt come to the door with 4 


. double letter from Northamptonſhire. 


Sir Ben. I heard nothing of all this! I muſt own, 


though I believe mine is the true one. 


ladies, my uncle's account is more circuraſtantial, 


- 


L Sneer. I am more intereſted in this affair than 


they imagine, and myſt have better information. 


[Aide and exit. 
Sir Bey. Lady Sneermell's alarm is very eaſily ac- 


counted for. 


Crab. Why, yes; they do fay—but that's neither 


here nor there. 


Mr: Cand. But pray where is Sir Peter now ? 
hope his wound won't prove mortal. 


1 


Crab. He was carried bome immediately, and has 


given politzye orders to be denied to every body. 


Sir Benji. 


70 School for Scandal. . 


T 
Sir-Benj. And I believe Lady Teazle is attending 


_ | | 
Mrs Cand. I believe ſo too. 
Crab. Certainly—T met one of the faculty as I 


came in. 


Sir Benj. Gad ſo! and here he comes. 

Crab. Ves, yes, that's the doctor. ai" + 

Mrs Cand. That certainly mutt be the phy fician.— 
Now we ſhall get information. 

Enter SIX Orivxx SURFACE, 

Dear doctor, how is your patient? 

Sir Benj. I hope his wounds are not mortal. 

Crab. Ts he in a fair way of recovery ? 

Sir Benj- Pray, doctor, was he not wounded by a 
thralt of a ſword through the ſmall guts ? 

Crab. Was it not by a bullet that lodged in the 
thorax ? = 
Sir Benj. Nay, pray anſwer me. | 

Crab. Dear, dear doctor, ſpeak. [All pulling him. 
- Sir Oliv. Hey, hey, good people, are you all mad? 
Why, what the devil is the matter —a ſword through 
the ſmall guts, and a bullet lodged in the thorax ? 
What would you all be at ? 
Sir Benj. Then perbaps, Sir, you are not a doctor. 
Sir Oliv. If I am, Sir, I am to thank you for my 
degree. 7 
rab. Only a particular friend, I ſuppoſe. 
©- Sir Oliv: Nothing more, Sir. 
Sir Ben. Then I ſuppoſe, as you are a friend, you 
can be better able to give us ſome account of his 


wounds. 


Sir Oliv. Wounds ! 

Mrs Cand. What! hav*n't you heard he. was 
wounded—+the ſaddeſt accident! | 
Sir Benj, A thruſt with a ſword through the ſmall. 
guts: F | 
Crab, A bullet in the thorax. 

Sir Oliv. Good people, ſpeak one at a time, I be- 
ſeech you You both agree that Sir Peter is dan- 
gerouſly wounded. 

Crab. 


Ste Bevj. | Ay, ay, we both agree in that. Sir Ov. 


Cliv. ' 
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Sir Oliv. Then I will be bold to ſay, Sir 1 is 
oue of the moſt imprudent men in the world, for here 
he comes, walking as if nothing had happened. 

Enter Six PETER, 

My good friend, you are certainly mad to walk. 
about in this condition ; you ſhould go to bed, you 
that have had a ſword through your {mall guts, and 
a bullet lodged in your thorax. 

Sir Pet. A ſword through my (mall guts, and a bul-, 
let — ml in my thorax. 

Sir Oliv. Yes, theſe worthy people would have 
killed you without law or phyſic, and wanted to dub 
me a doctor, in order to make me an accomplice, 

Sir Pet, What is all this? 

Sir Benj. Sir Peter, we are very glad to find the 
ſtory of the duel is not true. 

Crab. And exceedingly ſorry for your other W 
fortunes. 

Sir Pet, So, ſo all over the town b ( Aſide. 

Mr: Cand. Though, as Sir Peter was fo good a bul- 
band, I pity him fincerely. | | 
Sir Pet. Plague of your pity 4 | 

Crab. As you continued fo long a bachelor, you. 
was certainly to blame to marry at all. 

Sir Pet, Sir, I defire you'll Sonſider this is my own 
hauſe. 

Sir Benj. However, you muſt not be offended at the 
jelts you'll meet on this occaſion. 

Crab. It is no uncommon caſe, that's one thiog. 

Sir Pet. I infiſ/ upon being maſter here; in plain 
terms, I deſire you'll leave my houſe immediately. 

\ Mrs Cand. Well, well, Sir, we are going, and you 
may depend upon 155 we ſhall make the beſt of the 
ſlory. Ne 

Sir Benj. And tell bow badly you have been tremed. | 

Sir Pet. Leave my houſe directly. [Zi Sir Benj. 

rabe And how patiently you bear it. {Exit Crab. 

Sir Pet. Leave my houſe, I ſay—Fiends, furies, 
there is no bearing of it! 

Enter RowLEy. | 
Sir Oliv. Well, Sir Peter I have ſeen my nephews. 


Kaul. 
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Row!l. And Sir Oliver is convinced your judgment 


Is right after all. 1 t 
Sir Oliv. Aye, Joſeph is the man. jo 
Rowl. Such ſentiments, J 

Sir Oliv. And acts up to the ſentiments he proſeſſes. b. 
Rowl. Oh, 'tis edification to hear him talk 7 he 
Sir Oliv. He is a pattern to the young mda of the, * 


age But how comes it, Sir Peter, that you don't join 
in his praiſes ? Ih 
Sir Pet. Sir Oliver, we live in à damn'd wicked Gil 
world, and the fewer we praiſe the better. thi 

Sir Oliv. Right, right, my old friend—But was 
you always ſo moderate in your judgment? 

Rowl. Do you ſay fo, Sir Peter, you who was never 
miſtaken in your life? 

Sir Pet. Ob, the plague of your jokes ſuppoſe 
you are acquainted with the whole affair. 

Row!l, I am indeed, Sir.—I met Lady Teazle re- 
turning from Mr Surface's, fo humbled, that ſhe deigu'd 
to beg even me to become her advocate. 

Sir Pet. What! does Sir Oliver know it too 

Sir Oliv. Aye, aye, every circumſtance, 

Sir Pet, What ! about the cloſet and the ſcreen. 

Sir Oliv. Yes, and the little French milliner too. 
I never laughed more in my life. 

Sir Pet. And a very pleaſant jeſt it was. 

Sir Oliv. This is your man of ſentiment, Sir Peter. 

Sir Pet. Oh, damn his ſentiments. 1 

Sir Oliv. You muſt have made a pretty appear- 
ance when Charles dragged you out of the cloſet, 

Sir Pet. Yes, yes, that) was very diverting. 

Sir Oliv. And egad, Sir Peter, 1 ſhould like to have 
ſeen your face when the ſcreen was thrown down. 

Sir Pet. My face when the ſcreen was throwh 
down! Oh yes !— There's no bearing this. (All. 

Sir Oliv. Come, come, my old friend, don't be ,vex- 
ed 16 I can't help laughing for the ſoul of me.—Ha, 

a, ha. 

Sir Pet. Oh, laugh on.—I am not vexed—no, no, 
it is the pleaſanteſt thing in the world. To be the 
ſtanding jeſt of all one's acquaintance, tis the hap- 

pieſt fituation imaginable. ou! 


* 
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Rovwl. See, Sir, yonder's' my Lady Terzle coming 
this way, and in tears; let me beg of you to be re- 
conciled. N nn 4477 "OH 

Sir Oliv. Well, well, I'll leave Rowley to mediate 
between you, and take my leave; but you muſt make 
haſte after me to Mr Surface's, where I go, if not to 
reclaim a libertiae, at leaſt to expoſe hypocriſy. [Exil. 

Sir Pet. T'll be with you at the diſcovery ; I ſhould 


diſcoveries. | Rowley, '(/ooking out) ſhe's not coming 
this way. wb n 9 * 8 * 

Real No, Sir, but the has left the room door open, 
and waits your coming. | 97 EV PLOT 
Sir Pa. Well, certainly mortification is very be- 


* 
A 


her pine a little Joie g 


Rowl. Oh, Sir, that's being too fevers, © /* 
r. Sir Pet. I don't think ſo; the letter I found from 
gu'd Charles was evidently intended for her. V 


Rowl. Indeed, Sir Peter, you are much miſtaken, 
Ik 1 was convinced of that=—ſce, Mr 
Rowley, \ſhe looks this way—what a remätkable ele- 
Ne gant turn of the head ſhe has —— I have a good mind 
too. to go to her. , Wy "4 A110 7 8 

„ eee + 29008 

Sir Pet. But when it is known that we are recon- 
eter · ciled, I ſhall be laughed at more than ever. Vs 
N 5 — them laugh on, and retort tlieir malice 
ppeat- upon themſelves, by ſhe wing them yo be happy 
. in ſpite of their Wee , f 5 * ** 
Sir Pet. Faith, and ſo I will, Mr Rowley, and my 
Lady Teazle anc I may ſtiN”be the buppieſt couple in 
the country. MOTT TR 20 TEC in; I'M L153; 
Nosu. O fye, Sir Peter, he that lays aſide ſuſpicion 
Sir Pet. My dear Rowley, if you have any regard 
for me, never let me hear you utter any thing like a 
ſentiment again; T have Had enough of that to laſt 
re remmader of my ite.” e , e 


.. 
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like to ſee it, though it is a vile unlucky place for 


coming in a wife—Dan't, you think I had beſt let 


\ 
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++» SCENE, Jossra's Library. 


Enter Joszen and Lady SukzRwWũ IT. 
L. Sneer, Impoſſible ! Will not Sir Peter be im- 
mediately reconciled to Charles, and no longer oppoſe 
his union to Maria? e 4 
J. Can paſſion mend it? | 1 
. Sneer. No, nor cunning neither. I was, a fool = 
to league with ſuch a blunderer. 2 * 
'  Fef. Sure, my Lady Sneerwell, I am the greateſt we 
ſufferer in this affair, and yet, you ſee, I bear it with St 
calmneſs, 2 1 * ſta 
L. Sneer. Becauſe the diſappointment does not reach 
youx: heart; your intereſt was N concerneds Had 
ved felt for Maria, what I do fer that unfortunate Ft 
libertine your, brother, you would not be diſſuaded pov 
from taking every revenge in your power. 8 
Jeſ. Why will you rail at me for the diſappoint- and 


ment! | 

L. Sneer. Are you not the cauſe? Had you not 

a ſufficient field for your roguery in impoſing upon Sir 

Peter, and ſupplanting your brother, but you muſt en- 

deavour to ſeduce his wife. I hate ſuch an avarice 

of crimes ; 'tis an unfair monopoly, and never proſpers. 
Fof, Well, I own I am to blame———T have deviat- 


ed from the direct rule of wrong. Yet, I cannot 
think circumſtances are ſo bad as your Ladyſhip ap- 
prehends, 138. VE | 
T. Sneer. No 18 oct. 

of. You tell me you have made another trial of Oh, | 
Snake, that be ſtill proves ſteady to our intereſt, and bark'y 


that he is ready, if occaſion requires, to [wear to a con- money 

bl tract having been paſſed between Charles and your 227 
* N Ladyſhip. ; 1 ' . pect n 
al I. Sneer. And what then ? 451 | Stanley 
of Ja, Why, the letters which, have been ſo carefully ©, - 
_—_ circulated, will corroborate his evidence, and prove the Jo. 
. 7 truth of the aſſertion. But I expect my uncle every Char, 


moment, and muſt beg your Ladyſhip to retire into, of. 
the next room. * Wa. * 


' 
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L. Sneer. But if he ſhould find me out? 

J. T have no fear of that—Sir Peter won't tell 
ſor his own ſake, andÞ ſhall ſoon find out Sir Oliver's 
weak fide. a ö | „ 

L. Sneer. Nay, I have no doubt of your abilities, 
only be conſtant to one villainy at a time. 


yo Welt, I will, I will. (Exit Lady Sneerwell.) 
| —it 


is confounded hard, though, to be baited. byone's 
confederates in wickedneſs—(bnocting)—Whom have 
we got here? My uncle Oliver I ſuppaſe Oh, old 
Stanley again! How came be here? He muſt not 
ſlay —— r | 


— 


Enter Siu Ouiveny : 
I told you already, Mr Stanley, that it was not im my 


power to relieve you. | Rt 
Sir Oliv. But I hear, Sir, that Sir Oliver is arrived, 
and perhaps he might. | 
Fof. Well, Sir; you cannot ſtay now, Sir; but any 
other time, Sir, you ſhall certainly be relieved. — 
Sir Oliv. Oh, Sir Oliver and. I muſt: be acquainted. 
Foſ. I muſt inſiſt upon» your going. Indeed, Mr 
Stanley, you can't x. od ol). ut 
75 4 Poſitively I muſt ſee Sir Oliver. 
of. Then poſitively you ſhan't ſtay. * 
4 008 (Puſbing him out. 
Enter Cuarxues, 28 
Char, Hey day! what's the matter? Why, who 
the devil have we got here! What !- wy little Premium 
Oh, brother, you muſt not hurt my little broker. But 
hark'ye, Joſeph; what, have you been borrowing 
money too ? | I = | 
Je. Borrowing money! No, brother We ex- 
pet my uncle Oliver here every minute, and Mr 
Stanley inſiſts upon ſeeing him. * 
Char. Stanley! Why his name is Premium. 
Jeſ. No, no ! I tell you his name is Stanley. 
Char, But I tell you again his name is Premiu n. 
+ Zof. It don't ſigniſy what lis name is, 
Char, No more it don't, as you ſay, brother; for I. 
ſuppoſe he goes by half -- hundred names, beſides A. 
2 B, 


* 


M him that he is Known by the world. 


Char. 
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1 B. at the adi houſes But ald Noll muſi not come ' 
v0 200 catch my little broker bere neither. 0 
"TM % Mr Stanley, I beg | } 
1:49 Char, And I beg, Mr Premium | 
Wo + Je. Lau muſt go indeed, Me Stanlex. Fe 
- n Aye, you muſt go, Mr Premium. : 
. (Bab puſhing bim. y 
„ Enter Sir Pxrxx, Lady Tz42iz, Marra, and 
"5" * RowIE Y. 
"my "7 Pai. What. my old friend Sir Oliver! whats Pe 
| Wy the matter Ilz the name of wonder, were there 
Wa: ever two ſuch ungracious.nephews, to aſſault their uncle = 
T1 at his firſt viſit. 
„ I. Tran. On my word, fir, it was well we came. foc 
, my to your reſcue. 
tho Char. Joſeph 1 | ne | 
| 2. Now our ruin is complete. | | kb 
r. Very; hos 
Sir Pet. You find, Sir Oliver, your neceſlitous cba- by 
rater of old Stanley could not protect you. | 
Sir Oliv. No! nor Premium neither. The. neeeſ(- 0 
fities of the former could not extrack a ſhilling from hs 
that benevolent gentleman, there; and with the. other agai 
I ood a | worſe. chance. than my anceſtors, and bad 5. 
like to have been knocked down without being bid for. r it 
Sir Peter, my friend, and Rowley, look upon that poſu 
elder nephew of mine; you both know what I bave mba 
dane for him, and hoe” ladly I: would hve looked Rene 
upon half my fortune as Pei only. in truſt! for him, 957 
Judge then of my ſurpriſe and diſappointment, at find- hind 
ing him deffitute of truth, charity and gratitude 1 
Sir Pet; Sir, Oliver, I ſhould be as much ſurpriſed Cl 
as you, if I did not know him to. be artful, ſelfiſh, and gin; 
hypocritical. L. 
L. Teaz, And if be pleads not guilty to all this, ] tet I. dar 
bim call on me to finiſh, his character. Sir 
Sir Pet. Then I believe we need not add more; for before 
if he knows himſelf, it will be a ſufficient puniſhment I that þ 
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Char. If they talk this way to Honeſty, what will 


fay to mie by and by:? (Ade. 
J. . Sir Oliver, will your not honour me with a 


bearing? 


Char. Now if Joſeph mould make one of his long 
ſpeeches, I ſhould have time to recolle& myſelf. ( Aſide. 

Sir Pet. I ſuppoſe you would undertake to juſtify 
yourſelf entirely. | 

of. I truſt I could, Sir.- 

Sir Oliv. *Pibaw !-(turns away from him) 10d 1 ſup-- 
poſe you could juſtify yourſelf too, _ (To Charles.) 

Char, Not that I know of, fir. 

Sir Oliv. What, my little Premium was let too much 
into the ſecret. 

Char, Why yes, ſir, but they were only family 
ſecrets, and ſhould: go no farther. 

Rowl. Come, come, Sir Oliver, I am ſure you 
cannot look upon Charles's follies with anger, 

Sir Oliv. No, nor with gravity neither. Do you 
kyow, Sir Peter, the young rogue has been ſelling me 
his anceſtors; T have bought judges and Raff officers 
by the foot, and waiden aunts as cheap as old china. 

[During this ſprech Charles laughs behind his hat. 

Char. Why, that I have made free with the family 
canvas is true; my anceſtors” may riſe in judgment 
againſt me, there“s no deny ing it; but believe me 
wben I tell you, (and upon my ſoul I would not ſay it 
ir it was not ſo) if I don't appear · mortified at the ex- 
poſure of my follies, it is, becauſe I feel at this mo- 
ment the warmeſt ſatisfaction at ſeeing you' my liberal - 
benefaQor. [Embraces him, 

Sir Oliv. Charles, 1 forgive you ;- give me your 
hand again ; the little M-looking fellow over the ſets 
tee bas Qade your peace for you- 

Char. Then, Sir, my gratitude to the ai is 
ſtill increaſed. 

L. Trax. Sir Oliver, here is another, with — 
I. dare ſay Charles is no leſs anxious to be reconciled, 

Sir Oliv. I have heard ſomething of that attachment 


before, and with the ladies en 1 eee right, 


that bluſh 


G 34 Sir Pei. 
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Sir Pi. Well, child, ſpeak for-yourſelf, - 

Mar, I have little more to ſay, than that. I wiſh him 
happy. and for any influence I might once have had 
over his aſſections, I moſt willingly reſign them. to one 


who has a better lein to them. 


Sir Pet, Hey! What's the matter now? While he 
was a rake an a profligate, you would hear of no- 
body elſe; and now that he is likely to reform, yon 
won't have him. What's tbe meaning of all this? 

Mar. His own heart, and lady. Sncerncil, can beſt: 
inform you. 

Char. Lady Sneerwell! 

of, I am very ſorry, brother, I am-obliged to ſpeak 
to this point; but juſtice demands it from me; and 
Lady Sneerwell's wrongs can be no longer concealed. 


Enter Lady SnEERWELL« 


Fir Per. Another French milliner ! I beliere he 

has one in cveiy room in the houſe. . 

IL. Sneers. Ungrateſul Charles! well you may ſeem 

confounded and ſurprized at the indelicate- ſituation 

to which your perßdy has reduced me- 

. Char, Pray uncle, is this another of your plots ? for, 
As I live, this is the firſt I ever heard of it. 

1 There is but one wit 4 believe, neceſſury 

bukgeſs., _ 

Sir Pet. And that witneſs is M: Shake—you were 
perfectly i in the right in bringing him with. vou. Let 
im appear. 

Nocul. Defire Me Snake to walk in. — It is rather un- 
lucky, madam, that he ſhould: be brought ta confront, 
and not ſupport your Ladyſhip. . 

- Enter SNAKE. n 


J.. Sneer. I am ſurprized ! what, ſpeak, villain” have 
you too confpired againſt me? 

Snake. I beg your Ledyſhip ten thouſand pardons; 
I muſt own you paid me very liberally for the lying 


queſtions, but L have unfortunately been offered double 
for ſpeaking the truth. 
Sir Pet. Plot and counter-plot—lI give your Lady: 


Kip much 3 joy of * 9 
* Ks Steer, 


{ 
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L. Sneer, May the torments of deſpair and diſappoĩnt- 
ment light upon you al}! (Going. ] 

L. Team: Held, Lady Sneerwell; before you go, 
give me leave to return you thanks, for the trouble 
you and this gentleman took, in-writing letters in my 


at the ſame time, I muſt beg you will preſent my 
compliments to the ſcandalous: college, of which you 
are preſident, and inform them, that Lady Teazle 
heentiate, returns the diploma they granted her, as ſhe -: 
leaves off practice, and kills characters no longer. 

L. Sneer. You too, madam ! Provoking, Inſolent 
may your-huſband live theſe iifty years! (Exit... 

L. Traz. O Lord-—what a malicious creature it is! 

Sir Pet. Nut for her laſt wiſh, I hope. 

L. Teaz. Oh, no, no. | 

Sir Pet. Well, Si. — what have you to ſay for + 
yourſelf ? | [To Joſeph.) | 

Zof. Sir, I am ſo confounded that Lady . Sneerwell . 
ſhould itapoſe upon us all, by ſuborning Mr Snake, 
that I know not What to ſay—but—leſ her malice 
ſhould prompt her ta injure my brother I had better 
follow her. | [ Exit. . 

Sir Pet. Moral to the laſt. 

Sir Oliv. Marry ber, Joſeph; marry her if you ean 
—Oil and vinegar—you'll do very well together. 
Were Rowl.' Mr Snake, I believe we have no further oc- 
Let cafion for you. | | 
Snake. Before I go, I muſi beg pardon of theſe good 


r un- ladies and gentlemen, for whatever trouble I have been 


front, the humble inſtrument af cauſing. - 
; yu Pet. You have made amends by your-open cons: 
eſſron. | 
Snake, But I muſt beg as a favour that it may never 
be ſpoken of. 
Sir Pet, What! are you aſhamed of having done 
one goad action in your life ? - 33 
Snake, Sir, I requeſt you to conſider that I live by 
th& badneſs of my character, and if it was once known 
that I had been betrayed into an honeſt action, I ſnould 
loſe every friend I have in the world 3 
— 1 e. 


= 


name to Charles, and anſweting them: yourſelf ;—and, . 
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Sir Oliv. Never fear, we ſhan't' traduce you by U- 
ing any thing in your praiſe. 

Str Pet There's a ſpecious rogue for you. 

L. Tear. Vou ſee, Sir Oliver, it needed no great 
perſuaſion to reconcile your rage 2. and Maris. 

Sir Oliv: So much the better; I'll have the wed- 
ding to morrow mornin 


Sir Pet. What! before you aſk the girls conſent ! 
Char. I have done that a long time fince——above 1 
2 minute ago — and ſhe look d Lik 
Mar: O fie, Gharles—TI- proteſt, Sir Peter, there B. 
has not been a word ſaid; 2 
Sir Oliv. Well, well, the leſs the better (jrining their To 
hands). there —-and- may your loves never know abate- 80 y 
ment. Of c 
Sir Pet. And may you live as happily together; as O 
Lady Teszle and I—intend to-do... Lear 
Char. I ſuſpeA, Rowley, I owe much to you. Each 
Sir Oliv. You do, indeed. Long 
Rowl. Sir, if I have failed in my endeavours to Nun: 


ſerve yau, you would have been indebted to me for the Whe 
you But Ceſerve to be happy, and you overpay 80 5 
ca 


Sir Pet. Aye, honeſt Rowley always ſaid you would That 
exforts. And f 

Ghar. Look ye, Sir Peter, as to reforming, I ſhall 
make no promiſes, and that I take to be the firongeſt 
proof that I intend ſetting about it. But here ſhall be 
my monitor, my gentle guide can I leave the virtuous 
path thoſe: eyes illumine ? 


Though thou, dear maid, ſhould'ſt 8 beauty“ 
WAY, 
Thou ſtill muſt rule, becauſe I. will obey z 
An humble fugitive from ſolly view, 
No ſanctuary near but love and you; 
You can, indeed, each anxious fear remove, 
For even ſcandal dies—if you approve. 
(Omnes exeunt, 


— . ee — \ 


EPI EOGUE. 
Written by Ma Colman. 


Spoken in the charaBer of Lave TZAZTx- 


I WHO-was late ſo volatile and gay, 
Like a trade-wind, muſt now blow all one Way z 
Bend all my cares, my ſtudies and my vows, 


So wills our virtuous bard- the pye-bald Bayes 


To one old ruſty weather cock—my ſpouſe; fl 


Of crying epilogues and laughing plays. 

Old batchelors, who marry fmart young wives, 
Learn from our play to regulate your lives! 
Each bring his dear to town—all faults upon her 
London will prove the very ſource of honour, © 


rs to Plung'd fairly in, like a cold bath, it ſerves, 
or the When principles relax—to brace the nerves, 
erP2) il Such is my-caſe—and yet I muſt deplore 
wal That the gay dream of diffipation's o'er ; . 


1 ſhall 
-ongelt 
hall be 
1rt100us 


xauty's 


es exeunt. 


And fay, ye fair, was ever lively wife, 

Born with a genius for the higheſt life, 

Like me, untimely blaſted in her bloom; 

Like me, condemn'd to ſuch a diſmal doom : 
dave money—when I juſt knew how to waſte it! 
Leave London—juſt as I began to taſte it ! 

Muſt I then watch the early crowing-cock ?. 
The melancholy ticking of a clock? 

In the lone ruſtick hall for even pounded, 


With humble curates can I now retire, 

(While good Sir Pet er boozes with the ſquire) 
And at back - gammon mortify my ſoul, 

hat pants for Lu, or flutters at a Vole? 
deven's the main ! dear ſaund! that muſt expire, 
Roaſt at hot ccckles ound a Chriſtmas fire! 


> 


With dogs, cats, rats, and ſqualling brats ſurrounded... 
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The tranſient hour of faſhion too ſoon ſpent, 
Farewell the tranquil mind, farewell content, 

© Farewell the plumed-hea—the cuſhion'd tete, 
That takes the cuſhion from its proper” ſeat ! 

© The ſpirit ſtirring drum card drums I mean 
© Spadille, old Trick, Pam, Baſto, King and Queen. 
© And you, ye knockers, that with brazen throat, 
The welcome viſitor's approach denote, 

© Farewell ! All quality of high renown,. 


Pride, pomp, and circumſtance of glorious town, 


Farewell! your revels I partake no more, 
And Lady Teazle's occupation's oer!“ 


All this I told our bard; be ſmil'd, and faid twas clear 


I ought to play deep tragedy next year: 

Mean while he drew wiſe morals from his play, 

And in theſe ſolemn periods ſtalk*d-away,- 

% Bleſt were the fair, like you her faults who ſtopt,- 


And cloſed her follies when the curtain dropt! 
No more in vice or error to engage, 
or play the fool at large on life's great ſtage ! 
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"PROLOGUE. 


BY TUE AUT8OR, 5 


— 


Spoken by Ma Woopwarp and Ma Quick, 
3 . — — — 


Euter Str) BANT at Law, and Arroanzv ſolldeingy 
5 aud giving a Paper. 


( 
Serj. 1 here—a vile cramp hand ! I cannot ſee 
Without my ſpectacles. Ait. He means his fee, 


Nay, Mr Serjeant, good Sir, try again. (Gives money» 
Serj. The ſcrawl, improves (more) O come, tis pretty 
wh. n. 5 


Att. Vea, tr! —though you Wos d ! know, 
Would gladly plead the Muſc's cauſe— Serj, So- %o 
And if the Fee offends—your Wrath ſhonld fall 
On me— Serj. Dear Dibble, no offence at al. 
Att. Some Sons of\Phecbut—in the Courts we meet, 
Serj. And fifty Sons of Phœbus in the Fleet! * 
Att. Nor pleads he worſe, who with a decent He! 5 
Of Bays—adorns his legal waſte of wig. © - 
Serj. Full-bottom'd Heroes thus, on ſigns, unfurl 
A leaf of laurel=in a grove of curl ! r 
Yet tell your Client, that, in adverſe days, 7 W 
This wig is warmer than a buſh of Bay. 
Att. Do you then, Sir, my Client's place ſupply, | 
Protuſe of robe, and prodigal of SELL 
Do you, with all thoſe bluſhing pow'rs of face, 
And wonted baſhful heſitating grace, | ; 
Riſe on the Court, and flonriſh on the caſe. [ Exit. 
Serj. For practice then ſuppoſe—this Brief will ſhew it,— 
Me, Serjeant Woodward, Counſel for the Poet. 
H2 Ugd * 
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No Trickipg here, to hunt the edge of Law, 


A hiſs the gallows, —and a groan, damnation !. 


No Newſmen from aur Seſſion is diſmiſs'd, 


8 , _PROLOCUE. 


U to the ground—T know tis hard to deal 
With this dread Court, from whence there's no a5peal 3 


Or daianꝰd in Equity—eſcape by Flaau- 
But Judgment giver—your Sentence muſt remain 
No Writ of Error lies to Drury-Lane ! 

Vet wen fo kind you ſeem— “tis paſt diſpute, 
We gain ſome fayour, if not Co/ts of Sui 
No ſple en is here! 1 ſee no hoarded 1 + 4 % 4:16.13 
I think I never fac'd a milder Jury l. 
Sad cle our plight !—where frowns are tranſportation, 


But ſuch the-public candour, without fear 
My Client. waves all right of challenge here. 


Nor Wit nor-Critic-eve ſcratch off the liſt ;. 
His faults can never hurt another's eaſe, 

His crime at worſt—a bad attempt to pleaſe :- 
Thus all reſpeRing, he appeals to all, 
And by che general voice will and or fall. 


BY THE AUTIOR. . 
4 1 on the Tenth Night by Mas Boranuer. 


RANTED our Cauſe, our ſuit and trial o'er, 
The worthy Serjeant need appear no more: 
In plealing I a different Client chuſe, 
He ſerv'd the Poet, —I would ſerve the Muſe ; 
Like him, I'l| try to merit your applauſe, 


A female counſel in a female's cauſe. 4 N 
Look en this form *,—whHere Humour quaint and iy, For 
Dimples the check, and points the beaming eye ay PUR 
| | | "Wh 

b 1 — Can 

* Pointing to the Figure of Comedy. — 


Ya 


L iy, 


br e | 
PROLOGUE. 
Where gay Invention ſeems to boaſt its wiles 
In amorous hint, and half-triumphant ſmiles ; 
While her li maſks or covers Satire's ſtrokes, 
All t:de the conſcious bluſh her wit provokes. 
Lock on her well—does ſhe ſeem form'd to teach : 
Shou'd you expect to hear this lady—preach ? 
Is grey experience ſuited to her youth? 
Do ſolemn ſentiments become that mouth? 
Bid her be grave, thoſe lips ſhould. rebel prove 
To every theme that flacders mirth or love. 
Yet thus adorn'd with every graceful art 4 
To charm the fancy, und yet reach the heart—— * , 
Muſt we diſplace her ? And inſtead advance + | 
The Goddeſs of the woeful eountenarce— 
The ſentimental Muſe !—Her emblems view, * 
The Pilgrim's Progreſs, and a fprig of rue ! 
View her—too chaſte to look Yike fleſh and blood 
Primly pourtray*d on emblematic wood! 
There fix'd in uſurpation ſhouꝰd ſhe ſtand, 
She'll ſnatch the dagger from her ſiſter's hand: 
And having made her votaries aveep a flocd, . 
Good heaven! ſhe'll end her Comedies in blocd— 
Bid Harry Woodward break poor DunſtalF's crown ! - . 
Impriſon Sie- and knock Ned Shuter down; 
While {ad Bar/anti—weeping o'er the ſcene— 
Shall tab herſelf{—or. poiſon Mrs Green. : 
Such dire encroachments to prevent in time, - — 
Demands the Critic's voice - the Poet's rhime. 
Can our light ſcenes add ſtrergth to Holy laws! 
Such puny patronage but hurts the cauſe: 
Fair Virtue ſcoras our feeble aid to aſcx; . 1 
And moral truth diſdains the trickſtet's ſam. 3 al 
Fer here their favrite ſtands , whoſe brow=-ſevere + | = 
And ſad—claims Youth's reſpect. and Pity F tear; ; 1 


1 


"'Who—when oppreſs*d by foes her worth creates - - 2 


Can point a poignard at the Gut The hates. h . 


_ 


A 


Pointing 2 Tragedy. © | = 
: 3; ' | 


N | . 
8 CHARACTEN. 
MEN. — 
six ANTHONY ABSOLUTE, - MR SHUTER, 
CAPTAIN ABSOLUTE, — MR WOODwWARD. 
FAULKLAND, | + = MR LEWIS. 
ACRES, 8 og MR QUICK: 
SIR LUCIUS O'TRIGGER,, - MR CLINCH, 
FAG, — — — MR LEE LEWE. 
DAVID, , - MR DUNSTALL... 
COACHMAN, . - — MR FEARON. 
WOMEN. 
MRS MALAPROP; — — MRS GREEN. 
-LYDIA LANGUISH, — MISS BARSANTr. 
JULIA, — -  _ MRS BULKELEY: 
— 888 — "MRS ee. 
| 7 
. MAID, BOY, SERVANTS, &c. 
SCENE, BATH. 


TIME OF ACTION WITHIN ONE har. 


THE . 


ow: ; V A L 8, 
A COMEDY. 
e 
Ac 1. 
SCENE I. 


A STREET IN- BATH. A 


Coacnmas Profſer the Stage Euler Fac , hath: 
after him. 


Page. * HAT :—ThomasJ—Sure tis he 

Wat — Thomas — Thomas 1 | 
rr. Coach, of Odd's life !-—Mr Fag ! ** us your 
Ys hand, my old fellow ſervant; | 
46% Fag. Excuſe my glove, Thomas !—T'nydeviliſhglad 
IAM. 

to ſee you, my lad; why, my prince of charioteers, you 
| look as hearty ! but who the deuce thought of ſecing, 
you in Bath! 

Loach. Sure; Maſter, Madam Julia, Harry, Mrs 
Kate, and the. poſtillion be all come. 

Fag. Indeed ! 

Coach, Aye ! Maſter thought another fit of the gout. 
was coming to make hify a viſit:— o he'd a mind to 
gi't the Up, and whip! we were all off at an hour's 
warning. 

Fag. Aye, aye! haſly in every thing, or it t would 
not be Sir Anthony Abſolute ! 

Coach. But tell us, M Fag, how does young Maſ- 
72 * Sir Anthony will ſtare to ſee * aptain 
re 

Fug. I do not farve Captain Abſolute now. _ 
Coach. Why ſure. !_ | 


Fag. 
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Fag. At preſent I am employ'd by Eaſign Beverly. 

Coach, I doubt, Mr Fag, you ha'at changed for the 
better. 

Fag. I have not changed, Thomas. 

Coach. No ! why Aan -von ſay you had left young 
Maſter? 

Fug. No.— Well, honell Wess, I muſt puzzle you 
no-farther - AÆrieſly then—Captain Abſolute and En- 
hgn Beverly are one and the {ame perſon, 

Coach. The devil they are 

Fag. Bo it is indeed, Thomas; and the Znfign— 
half of ny- maſter being on guard at nn. 
Captain has r to do with me. 

Coach. So, ſo !—what, this“ is ſome freak, I war- 
rant! — Do telt us, Mr Fag, the meaning 0't—you 
oy I ha truſted you. 
Fag. Yau'll be ſecret, Tuomas? 

Coach. As a coach-horſe. 

Fag. Why then the cauſe of all this is—Love,— 
Love, Thomas, who (as you miy get read to you) has 
been a maſquerader ever ſince the days of Jupiter. 

Coach. Aye, aye —1 gueſſed there was a lady in 
the caſe; — but pray why does your Maſter paſs only 
for Enſign'?-—now if he had ſhamm'd General indeed 

Fag. Ah! Thomas, there lies the myſtery o' the 
matter.— Hark'ee, Thomas, my maſter is in love with 
a lady of a very ſingular taſte; a lady who likes him 
better as a half pay Enf „than if ſhe; knew he was 
fon and heir to Sir Anthony Abſolute, a baronet of 

| three thouſand - year. 

+ Conch; That is an odd taſte indeed! but has ſhe 

got the ſtuff, Mr Tag; is ſhe rich, hey? 
Fag. Rich !—why, I believe the owns half the 
- flocks ll Z—ds! 3 ſhe could pay the national 
debt as eaſily as I could my waſher woman !—She has 
2 lap dog that eats out of gold, — ſhe feeds ber parrot 
with ſmall pearls,—and all her thread-papers are made 
of bank notes! 

Coach. Bravo !—faith ! odds! I warrant ſhe has 
ke of thouſands at leaſt hut does ſhe ſow kindly 
with the Captain ? 

ag. As fond as pigeons, Coarn, 


— 


THE RIVALS: 92 


ly. - Coarh, May one hear A Yoo 
he Fag. Miſs Lydia Languiſh—But there bs bn old 


tough aunt in the way though by the bye — che; has 
never ſeen my Maſter—for he got acquainted _ 1 


ng Miſs while on a vifit: in Glouceſterſhire. . 

| Coach. Well—T wiſh-they were once barneſſed to- 

vou gether in matrimony.— But pray, Mr. Fag, what kind 

Eu- of a place is this Bath 2-1 ha“ heard a deal, of it. - 


here's a mort o' merry making—hey ? 


Fag. Pretty well, Thomas, pretty en- tie a good * 
u— jounge; in the morping we go to the pump room 
he (though neither my Mailer nor I drink the waters 3) 


aſter breakfaſt we ſaunter on the parades, or play a 
game at- billiards; at night we dance: but du the 
place, I'm tired of it; their regular hours ſtupify me 13 
=-not a fiddle nor a card after eleven :—howevery Mr 
Faulkland's gentleman and J keep it up a little in pri- 
vate parties ;z——Þ'll introduce you there, Thomas— 
you'll like him much. 

Couch. Sure I know Mr Du Peign——you know his 
Maſter is to m#rry Madam Julia. | 

Fag. I had rept. .— Bot, Thomas, you muſt pK ; 
a little—indeed you muſt—— Here now=—this" wig !' 
what the devil do you do with a wig, Thomas? 
none of the London whips of any degree ton wear. 
wigs now, | 

Coach, More's the pity! more's the pity, I 1 
O44's life ! when I beard bo the lawyers and docs 
tors had took to their own hair, I thought how twould 
det Odd rabbit it! when the faſhion-had got 

t on the bar, Þ gueſs'd *twould mount to the Box! 
— but tis all out of cliaraQter, believe me, Mr Fag: 
and look'ye, Ill never gi! up mine — the lawyers and 
doftors may do as they will 

Fag. Well, Th — we'll not quarrel about that. 

Coach. Why, bleſs you, the gentlemen of they pro- 
ſeflion's ben't all of mind—for in our village now, 
hoff Zack Gauge the exciſeman has ta'en to his carrots, 
there's little Dick the farrier ſwears he ll never forſake 
his bob, tho? all the college. ſhould appear with their 
own heads! 10 
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Fag. 
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Fag. Indeed! well ſaid Dick! but hold mark 
mark ! Thomas. 

Coach. Zooks ! "tis the Captain— I that the lady 

Fag. No! no ! that is Madam Lucy—my Mat 
ter's miſtreſs's maid,.— They lodge at that houſe - but 
I muſt after him to tell bim the news. | 

Coach. Odd! he's giving her money — well, Mr 
F R 
| 2 Good bye, Thomas. I have an appointment 
in Gyd's Porch this evening at eight; meet me there, 
and we'll make a little party. FExeunt ſeverally. 


SCENE II, 


A Dreſſing-romm in Mas Mararrop's Lodginge, 
Lypia fitting on a Sopha, with 4 Bool in her hand. 
Lucy, as juft returned from a Meſſage. 


Lucy. Indeed, Ma'am, I travers'd half the town in 
ſearch of it: I don't believe there's a circulating libra- 
ry in Bath I ha'n't been at. : 

Lydia. And could nct you get © The Reward « 
Conſtancy ?” £ 

Lucy. No, indeed, Ma'am. 

Lydia. Nor The Fatal Connection?” 

Lucy. No, indeed, Ma'am. 0 
Lydia. Nor The Miſtakes of the Heart ?” 
Lucy. Ma'am, as ill luck would have it, Mr Bull 
ſaid Miſs Suckey Saunter had juſt fetch'd it away. 


Lydia, Die ! Did you enquire. for The 


* 


Delicate Diffreſs ?” 

Lucy. — Or“ The Memoirs of Lady Woed- 
ford?“ Yes indeed, ma'am.— aſked every where for 
it; and I might have brought it from Mr Frederick's, 


but Lady Slattery Lounger, who had juſt ſent it home, 


had ſo ſoiled and dog's-ear'd it, it waꝰn t fit for a chiil- 
tian to read. ; 


Lydia, Heigh ho! — Ves, I always know when La- 


dy Slattern has been before me. — She has a moſt ob- 


ſerving thumb; and I believe» cheriſhes her nails for 
N making 


, 


T 


making marginal notes. Well, _ what have you! 
Hrought me ? | 
Lucy. Ou! here ma'am. 
[ Taking books from under her cloak, and 
8 from her Pei. ] 
This is © The Gordian Knot,” and this “ Peregrine 
Pickle.“ Here are“ The Tears of Senſibility,” and 
„% Humphrey Clinker.” This is“ The Memoirs of 
a Lady of Quality, written by hexſelf. —-and here the 
econd volumeęf The Sentimental Journey.” | 
Lydia. Hei. ho !— What are thoſe books by the 
laſs ? 
g Lucy. The great one is only * The Whole Duty of 
Nan,“ where I preſs a few blonds, Ma'am. 
Lydia. Very well—give me the fal volatile. 
Lucy. Is it in a blue cover, Ma'am. 2 
band. Lydia. My ſmelling bottle, you fimpleton ! * © 
Lucy. Oh, the drops !—-here, Ma'am. 
Lydia. Hold !—here's ſome one coming—quick, ſee 


Surely I heard couſin Julia's voice! 
( Re-enter Hcy: 
Lucy. Lud! Ma'am, here is Miſs Melville. 
Lydia. Is it poſſible? 
Enter Juri. 


Lydia. My deareſt Julia, how delighted am I! (En- 
brace) How Joh 47 was this happineſs. 


i 


1 Bull Julia. True, Lydia—and our pleaſurs 4 is the great- 
ay. er ; but what has been the matter ?—you were deni- 
6 The td tajme at firſt ! 


* Ah, Julia, .1 bave a thouſand things to tell 


Wocd- you but firſi inform me what has cor;ur'd you to 
cre for WH Bath ?—ls Sir Anthony here? 

erick's, Julia. He is—we arrived within this hour and 
t home, | ſuppoſe he will be hear to wait on Mrs Malsprop as 


loon as he is drefs'd. 
Lydia. Then before we are inmate let me im- 


a Chril- 


ben La- part to you ſome of my difireſs !—I know your gentle 
noſt ob- nature will Derne, with me, tho' Four prudence 
nails for WF ay condemn me'!—My letters have informed you of 


making my 
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WHO It is (Exit Lucy, | 
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my whole connection with Beverly but I have loſt 
him, Julia !-—my aunt has diſcovered our intercourſe 
by a note ſhe intercepted, and has conflned me ever 
fince !— Yet, would you believe it? ſhe has fallen ab» 
ſolutely in love with a tall Iriſh Baronet ſhe met 
one night fince we have been here at Lady Mac- 7 
ſhuffle*s rout. ; 
n You jeſt, Lydia! 642) 
ydia. No, upon my word.—She really carries on a 
kind of correſpondence with him, under a feigned name 
though, till ſhe chuſes to be known to him ;—but it it. 
a Delia or a Celia, I aſſure you. 
; Julia. Then, ſutely, ſhe is now more indulgent to 
E ſ her niece. | ' 
1 ä Lydia. Quite the contrary. Since ſhe has diſcover. 
N ed her own frailty, ſhe has become more ſuſpicious of 
mine. Then J muſt inform you of another plague !— 
That odious Acres is to be in Bath to-day ;z fo that I 
proteſt I ſhall be teazed out of all ſpirits! 


dd has a aa 


22 bs 
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1 Julia. Come, come, Lydia, hope for the beſt—Sir 

& Anthony ſhall uſe his intereſt with Mrs Malaprop. 

| #1 Lydia. But you have not heard the worſt. Unfor- 

w tunately I had quaygel'd with my poor Beverly, juſt 

* before my aunt mad&.the diſcovery, and I have not ſeen 

[6 - him fince, to make it up. | 

= - Julia. What was his offence ? | 

* Lydia. Nothing at all — But, I don't know how it 
Ml Was, as often as we had been together, we had never 
4 | had a quarrel !— And, ſomehow, I was afraid he would 

A! never give me an opportunity.—So, lat Tharſday 1 
ka wrote a letter to myſelf, to inform myſelf that Bever- 

NE ly was at that time paying his addreſſes to another wo- 
| man,——I ſigu'd it your Friend unknown, ſhew'd it to 


Beverly, charg'd him with his falſhood, put myſelt 
in a violent paſſion, and vow'd I'd never ſee him more. 
Julia. And you let him depart ſo, and have not ſeen 

him fince ? . 5 
1 Lydia. Twas the next day my aunt found the matter 
I'S out; I intended only to have teaſed him three days and 
$ - ahalf, and now Ive loſt him for ever. 505 
| - alia, 


| * * * 
12 * b 


1 


* 


loſt Julia. If he is as deſerving and fincere as you have 
arſe repreſented him to me, he will never give you up ſo. 


ver 
abs 
met 


Lac - 


Vet corflider, Lydia, you tell me he is but an Enfign, * _ 
and you have thirty thouſand pounds“! | 
Lydia. But you know I loſe moſt of my fortune if I 
mary without my aynt's conſent, till of age; and that 
is what I have determined to do, ever fince I knew the 
penalty.,—-Nor could I love the man, who would wiſh 


on 2 to wait a day for the alternative. 
1Ame Julia. Nay, this is caprice! 
it iu. Lydia. What, does Julia tax me with caprice — 1 
thought her lover Faulkland had enured- her to it. 
nt to Julia. I do not love even his faults. ' 
Lydia. But a-propos—you have ſent to him I ſup- 
over- ' pole?” --- mY 
us of Julia. Not yet, upon my word nor has he the leaſt 
ie) — idea of my being in Bath.——Sir Anthony's reſolation 
hat I was ſo ſudden, I could not inform him of it. 
Lydia. Well, Julia, you are your own miſtreſs, (though 
Sir under the protection of Sir. Anthony) yet have you, 
p. for this long year been a flave to the caprice, to the 
Jofor- whim, the jealouſy of this ungrateful Faulkland, who 
7, juſt will ever delay aſſuming the right of a huſband, while 
ot ſeen you ſuffer him to be equally imperious as a lover, © 


Julia. Nay, you are wrong | entirely,-We were 
contracted befor© my father's death.— That, and ſome 
conſe quent emberraſſments, have delayed what I know 


how it 


never to e my Faulkland's moſt ardent with.—- He is too 
> would generous to rifle on ſuch a point. And for his cha- 
rſday 1 rafter, you wrong him there too. No, Lydia, he's too 
Bever- proud, too noble to be jealous; if he is captious, *tis 
her wo- without difſembling ;- it fretful, without rudeneſs. — 
d it to Uaus'd to the fopperies of love, he is negligent to the 


| myſelf little duties expected from a lover but being unhack- 


m more. ney'd in the paſſion, his aſfection is ardent and Gneere 
not ſeen and as it engrofles his whole ſoul, he expects every 
q thought and emotion of his miſtreſs to move in uniſo 

ze matter with his. Vet, though his pride calls for this full re- 
days and turn his humility makes him undervalug thoſe qualities 


in him, which would entitle him to it; aud not feeling 
Juli why he ſhould be lov'd to the degree he wiſhes, he 
T7 * 
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Mill ſuſpeAs that he is not lov'd enough :— This tem- 


per, I muſt own, has coſt me many unhappy hours; 
but I have learned to think myſelf his debtor, for 
thoſe imperfections which ariſe from the ardour of his 
attachment. | | 
Lydia. Well, I cannot blame you! foo defending 
him. But tell me candidly, Julia, had he never fav'd 
your life, do you think you ſhould have been attach'd 
to him às you are ?—Believe me, the rude blaſt that 
overſet your boat was a proſperous gale-of love to him. 
Julia. Gratitude may have ſtrength'ned my sttach- 
ment to Mr Faulkland, but I lov'd him before he had 
preſere*d me; yet furely that alone were an obligation 


Why a water ſpaniel would 
have done as much ?—Well, 1 ſhould never think of 
giving my heart to 2 man beeauſe he could ſwim! 
Julia. Come, Lydia, you are too inconſidęerate. 


Lydia. Nay, I do but jeſt.— What's here? 
Enter Lucy in a hurr 


Lucy. O Ma'am, here is Sir Anthony Ablolute juſt 


come home with your aut. 


Lydia. "They'll not come here. Lucy do you watch. 

| | bh (Exit Lucy. 

Julia. Let I mull go.—Sir Anthony does not know 
I am here, and if we meet, he'll detain me, to ſhew me 
the town.,—1'l!l take anather opportugity of paying my 
xeſpects to Mrs Malaprop, when ſhe ſhall treat me, as 
long as ſhe chooſes, with her ſelect words fo ingeviouſly 
mi/applied, without being miſpronounced. | 

{ - Re-enter Lucy. | 


| Lucy, O Lud: ma'am, they are both comingfup ſtairs, 
Dyas. Well, I'll not detain you, Coz. — Adieu, my 
deft Julia, I'm ſure you are in haſte to ſend to Faulk» 


land, There—through my room you'll find ano- 
ther ſtair · caſe. 
Julia. Adieu. (Embrace) (Exit Julia, 


Lydia. Here, my dear Lucy, hide theſe books.— 


# Quick, quick. Fling Peregrine Pickle under the toi- 


let throw Roderick Random into the cloſet=put ' 7% 
* Innocent 
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[unocent Adultery into The whole duty of man. ihruſt 
Lord Aimwsrth under the fopha—cram Ovid behind the 
boliter—there—put The Man of Feeling into your pock+ 
et—ſo, ſo, now lay Mrs Chapone in fight, and leave 
Fardyce's Sermons open on the table. 

Lucy. O burn it, Ma'am, the hair-dreſſer has tora 
away us far as Proper Pride. 

Lydia. Never mind open at—obriety.—Fling me 
Lord Cheſterfield's Letters. Now for em. 


Enter Mas Matarroe and Sig Ax r Houv 
ABSOLUTE. 


- Mrs. Mal. There, Sir Anthony, there fits the deli“ 
berate ſimpleton, who wants to diſgrace her family» 
and laviſh herſelf on a fellow not worth a ſhilling, 
Lidia. Madam, I thought you once 
Mrs Mal. Y ou thought, Mit, 2—I1 don't know any 
buſineſs you have to think at all.— Thought does not 
come a young woman. But the poipt we would re- 
veſt of you is, that you will promiſe ty forget this fel - 
ow—to illiterate him quite from your memory. 


| Faye Ah, Madam! our memories are independent 


oar wills, —It is not ſo eaſy to forget. 
. Mrs Mal. But I ſay it is, Miſs; there is nothing 
on earth ſo eaſy as to ſorget, if a perfon chooſes to ſet 
about it.— I'm ſure I have as much forgot your poor dear 
uncle as if he had never exiſted —and thought it my 
daty fo to do; and let me tell you, Lydia, theſe vio- 
lent memories don't become a young woman. 

Sir Anth. Why ſure ſhe won't pretend to remember 
*hat ſhe's order'd not !—aye, this comes of her reading! 

dia. What crime, Madam, have I committed to 
be treated thus ? g 

Urs Mal. Now don't attempt to extirpate yourſelf 
from the matter; you know I have proof contraverti- 
ble of it.—Bat tell me, will you promiſe* to do as 
you're bid ?— Will you take a huſband of your friend's 
chooſiag ? 1 

Zydia. Madam, 1 muſt tell you plainly, that had I 
no preference for any one elfr, the choice you have 
ade would Le my averſion. 


12 Mr Mal. 


< 


* 
. 
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Mrs Mal. What buſineſs have you, Miſs, with pre- 
ference and averſion? They don't become a young 
woman; and you ought to Ie that as both always 
wear off, *tis ſafeſt in matrimony to begin with a little 
averſion. I am ſure I hated your poor dear uncle be- 
fore marriage as if he'd been a black-a-moor—and yet, 
Miſs, you are ſenſible what a wife I made !—and w 
it pleas'd heaven to releaſe me from him, 'tis unknown 
what tears I ſhed !—But ſuppoſe we were going to 
give you another choice, will you promiſe us to give 


_ 
up this Beverly? N 
Lydia. Could I belie my thoughts fo far, as to give 0 
that promiſe, my actions would certainly as far belie { 
- my words, | ' - 
Mrs Mal. Take yourſelf to your room..-You are £ 
fit company for nothing elſe but your ill kumours, t 
Lais. Willingly, Ma'am, I cannot chavge for the 1 
worſe. [Exit Lydia, n 
- Mrs Mal. There's a little intricate huſſy for you ! 8 
Sir Anth, It is not to be wonder'd at, Ma'am—all tl 
this is the natural conſequence of teaching girls to read. tl 
Had I a thouſand daughters, by heaven! I'd as ſoon d 
have them taught the black art as the alphabet! 
Mrs Mal. Nay, nay, Sir Anthony, you are an abſo- th 
Jute miſanthrope, L th 
Sir Anth, In my way hither, Mrs Malaprop, I ob- alt 
ſerved your niece's maid coming forth from a circula- ma 
ting library !—She had a book in each hand—they Po. 
were half bound volumes, with marble covers From m] 
that moment I gueſs'd how full of duty I ſhould fee her . 
mĩſtreſs! . fit 
Mrs Mal. Thoſe are vile places, indeed ! obf 
Sir Anth. Madam, a circulating library in a town A 
is as au ever green tree of diabolical kaowledge!— d 
It bloſſoms through the year! And depend on it, Mis <s 
Malaprop, that they who are ſo fond of handling the ba v. 
leaves, will long for the fruit at laſt. 9 
Mrs Mal. Fie, fie, Sir Anthony, you ſurely ſpeak * 
laconically. . 3 


Sir Anth. Why, Mrs Malaprop, in moderation, now, N 
What would you have a woman know? 
| Mr. Mal, Wur 


* TIE RIVALS. - rot 
Mrs Mal. Obſerve me, Sir Anthony.— I would 'by. 


no means-wiſh a daughter of mine to be a progeny: of 


learning; I don't think ſo much learning becomes a 


young woman; for inſlance—I would never let her 
meddle with Greek, or Hebrew, or Algebra, or Simo- 
uy, or Fluxions, or Paradoxes, or ſuch inflammatory. 
branches of learning neither would it be neceſſary for 
her to handle any of your mathematical, aſtronomical, 
diabolical inftruments :—But, Sir Anthony, I would 
ſend her, at nine years old, to a boarding-ſchool, in or- 


der to learn a little ingenuity and artifice.— Then, Sir, 


ue ſhould have a ſupercilious knowledge in accounts; 
—and as he grew up, I:would have her inſtructed in 
geometry, that ſhe might know iomething of the con- 


tagious countries ;z—but above all, Sir Anthony, ſhe 


mould be miſtreſs of oxthodoxy, that flie might not 


miſ· ſpell, and miſ-pronounce words ſo ſhamefully as 


girls uſually do; and likewiſe that ſhe might reprehend 
the true meaning of what ſhe is ſaying-— This, Sir An- 


thony, is What | would have a woman know ;—and 1 


don't think there is a ſuperſtitious article in it. 


Sir Anth, Well, well, Mrs Malaprop, I will diſpute ' 
the point no further with you; though I muſt confeſs, - 


that you are a truly moderate and polite arguer, for 
almoſt every word you ſay is upon my fide of the queſ- 


tion.— But,. Mrs 2 to the more important 


point in debate, — you ſay, you have no objection to 
my propoſal. ä | 


* 5. 


Mrs Mal. None, I aſſure you. IL am under no po- 


ſitive engagement with Mr Acres, and as Lydia is {6 
obſtinate againſt him, perhaps your ſun may have bet- 
ter ſucceſs. | | | q 

Sir Anth. Well, madam, I will write for the boy dis 
realy. —He knows not a ſyllable of this yet, though J 


have for ſome time had the propoſal in my head: '- He 


is at preſent with his regiment. 


Mr; Mal. We have never ſeen your ſon; Sir An 


thony ; but I hope no obfeAion on his ſide 
Sir Anth, Objection !—let hinrobje if he dare 
No, no, Mrs Malaprop, Jack knows tHit the leaſt de- 


mur puts me in 2 phrenzy directly. My proceſs was - 
13. Always 


3 


i 


* 
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always very fmpe—in their younger days, 'twas 
Jack, do this ;”—if he demurr'd—I knock'd him 
down—and if he grambled at that—I always ſent him 
out of the room. x 

Mrs Mal. Aye, and the propereſt wayl o'my con- 
ſcience !—nothing is fo conciliating to youhg people as 
ſeverity.— Well, Sir Anthony, I ſhall give Mr Acres 


his diſcharge, and prepare Lydia to receive your ſon's 


invocations ;—and I hope you will repreſent her to the 
Captain as an object not altogether illegible. - + 
Sir Anth.. Madam, I will handle the ſubject pru- 
dently.— Well, I muſt leave you—and let me beg you, . 
Mrs Malaprop, to enforce this matter roundly to the 
girl ;j—take my advice—keep a tight hand—if ſhe re- 
jects this propoſal—elap her under lock and key: and 
if, you were juſt to Jet the fervants forget to bring her 
dinner for three or four days, you can't conceive how 
ſhe'd come about! [ Exiz Sir Anth. 
s Mal. Well, at any rate I ſhall be glad to get 
her from under my intuition.—She has ſomehow diſco- 
vered my parvality for Sir Lucius O*Trigger—ſure, | 
Lucy can't have betray'd me !-—No, the girl is ſuch a. 
ſimpleton, I ſhould have made her confeſs it. Lucy! 


Lucy !-{calls, Had ſhe been one of your artificial 


ones, I ſhould never have truſted her. 
Enter Lucy. 
Luc. Did you call, Ma'am ? ' 
Mr. Mal. Yes, girl. —Did you fee Sir Lucius while 
You was out? a 
Lucy. No, indeed, Ma'am, not a glimpſe of him. 
Mrs Mal. You are ſure, Lucy, that you never 
mentioned | 
Lucy. O Gemini! I'd ſooner cut my tongue but. 
Mrs Mal. Well, don't let your ſimplicity be im- 
pos'd on. : 1 
Lucy. No, Ma'am. | 
Mrs Mal. So, come to me preſently, and ,J'll give 
you another letter to Sir Lucius ;—but mind, Lucy 
if ever you betray what you are entruſted with (un- 
leſs it be other people's ſecrets to me) you ſorfeit my 
5 male volenc: 


— 


feit my 
volenc: 
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male volence for ever, and your being a ſimpleton ſhall - 
be no excuſe for your locality« (Exit Mrs Mal. 

Lucy. Ha ! ha! ha!=-So, my dear Simplicity, let 
me give you a little reſpite—{ altering her manner ) — 
let girls in my {tation be as fond as they pleaſe of ap- 
pearing expert, and knowing in their truſts; commend 
me to à maſk of /i/{;ne/s, and a pair of ſharp eyes for 
my own intereſt under it I Let me ſee to what ac- 
count have I rurn'd. my Simplicity lately. C lools at 4 
paper. ) — For abetling Miſs Lydia Languiſb in 4 G e. 
of running - away avith an Eaſen ( — in money ſundry - 
times —twelve pound twelvegowns, froe—heats, ruffles, , 
caps, Cc. Ec,—rembericſs -e the ſaid Enjign, . 
within this laſl month, fix guineas and a bali. About 
a quarters pay !—ltem, from Mrs Malaprep, for be. 
traying the young. peeple ty her—when' | found matters | 
were likely to be diſcovered-—twv2 ;guineas, and a black 
paduaſoy—Item from. Mr Acres, for carrying | divers | 
letters-—which I never deliver\d—t<po' guineas und a ' 
pair of buckles, Item, ſram Sir Lucius O'Trigger— - 
three crowns —two gi pocket pieces and a. ſiluer \ſuvff- 
box Well done, Simplicity! yet 1 was forced to 
make my Hibernian believe, that he was correſpond» 
ing, not with the Aunt, but with the Niece ſor 


though not over rich, I found he had too much pride 


and delicacy to ſacrifice the feelings of a gentleman to 
the neceſſities of his fortune. Exit. 


ACE: 
SCENE. I. Carraix Avs0Lurz's Lodgings. . 


Cara AnsOLUTE and Fac. 


Fag. QT: while I was there Sir Anthony came in: 
I told him, you had ſent me to enquire. af. 
ter his health, and to know if he was at leiſure to ſee 
you. | | | 
Abſ. And what did he ſay, on hearing I was at Bath? 
Fag. Sir, in my life I never ſaw an elderly: gentle» - 
man more aſtoniſted! He ſtarted back two or three 
Paces, 
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paces; rapt out a dozen interjected oaths, aud n wy 
what the devil had brought you here? 

Abſ. Well. Sir, and hat did you ſay? ' 

Fag. O, I lied, Sir—l ſorgot the preciſe lie, but 
you may depend on't, Ye got no truth from me. Vet, 
with ſuben ĩ ſſion, for fear of blunders in future, I ſhou!d 
be glad- te fix what has brought us te Bath ; w order 
that we may lie a little confiltently,—Sir Ambony's 
fervants were curfous, Sir, very curious indeed. 

A. You have faid nothing to them 


Fug. O, not a word, Sir not a word. —Mr Thomas; . 


indeed, the ccachman (whom I take to be the dil. 
ereeteſt of whips) — 
Abf. *Sdeath !-—you raſcab! you. have not truſted 


" bim4: 
Fag. O, no, Sir—no0—no—not a bus ble, ppon my 


veracity \—He was, indeed, a little inquiſitive 3, but 
T Was fly, Sir, .devilifh fly! My: maſter, (ſaid I, 
honeſt Thomas, (you know, Sir, one ſays - honeft to 


one's inſerĩors) is come to Bath to recruit es, Sir — 


J ſaid, to recruit—and whether for men, monty, or 
conſlitution, you- know, Sir, is nothing to n nor 
any one elſe. 

Asſ. Well recruit will do—let it 8 


Fug. O, Sir, recruit will do ſurpriſingly indeed, to 


give the thing an air, I told Thomas, that your ho- 
nour had already inlifted five diſbanded chairmen, ſeven 
minority wajters, and thirteen billiard markers. 

ff Lou blockhead, never ſay more than is neceſ- 


Fox. I beg pardon, .Sir—I' beg.pardon— But with 


ſubmiſſion, a lie is nothing unleſs one ſupports ĩt.— Sir, 


Whenever I draw on my invention. for a good current 


lie, I always forge indorſements as well as the bill, 
Alſ. Well, take care you don't hurt your credit, 
by offering too much ſecurity. Is Mr Faulkland re- 
turned? | 
Fag. He is above, Sir, changing his dreſs. 
Ah. Con you tell whether he has been informed 
of Sir Arthony's and. Miſs Melville's . 2. Ef 
0g) 
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Fag. I fancy not, Sir; he has ſeen no one fince he 
eame in, but his gentleman, who was with him at 
Briftol, —I think, Sir, I hear Mr Faulkland coming 
down - N 

Alf. Go, tell him, I am here. 

Fag. Ves, Sir—(going) I beg pardon, Sir, but 
ſnould Sir Antbony call, you will do me the favour to 
remember, that we are recruiling, if you pleaſe. 

A. Well, Kell. | 8 
Fag. And in tenderneſs to my character, if your: 
honour could bring in the chairmen and waiters, I 
tall eſteem it as an obligation; for though I never 
ſcruple a lie to ſerve my maſter, yet it hurts one's con- 
ſcience to be found ont. ; [ Exit. 

Al. Now for my whimſical friend—if he does not 
know that his miſtreſs is here, I'Il teaſe him a little 
before I tell him i 


* Enter FzurrrlAx p. 


Faulkland, you're welcome to Bath again; you are 
punctual in your return. ; 

Faulk, Ves; I had nothing to detain me, when I 
had finiſhed the buſineſs I went on, Well, what news 
3 I left you? How ſtand matters between you and 

dia ? 

"If Faith, much as, they were; I have not ſeen 
her fince our quarrel; however, I expe to be recal- 
led every hour. 

Faulk, Why don't you perſuade her to go off with 
you at once? | 

Af. What, and loſe two-thirds of her fortune? You 
forget that, my friend, —N'5, no, I could have brought 
ker to that long ago, g 

Fault. Nay then, you trifle too long—if you are 
ſure of ker, propole to the aunt ia your own charader, . 
and write to Sir Anthony for his conſent. 

Abi. Softly, foftly, for though I am convinced my 
little Lydia would elope with me as Enſign Beverly, 

et am I by no means certain that ſhe would take me 
with the impediment of our friend's confeut, a regular 
humdrum wedding, and the reverſion of a good fortune 
on 


. 


on my fide; no, no, I muſt pre pate her gradually for 
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the diſcovery, and make mylelf neceſſary to her, be- 
fore T riſk it. — Well, but Faulkland, you'll dine with 
us to-day at the Hotel? 

Faulk. Indeed I cannot; I am not in ſpirits to be 
of ſach a party. e 

Abſ. By Heavens! I ſhall forſwear your company. 
You are the moſt teaſing, captious, incorrigible lover! 
— Do love like a man. ; 

Faull. T own Fam unfit for company. 
Abſ. Am not Ja lover aye, and a romantic one too 


Vet do I carry every where with me ſuch a confound. 


ed farrage of doubts, fears, hopes, wiſhes, aud all the 


fimly furniture of a country Miſs's brain! 


Faulk. Ah! Jack, your heart and ſoul are not, like 
mine, fixed immutably on one vnly object. V ou throw 
for a large ſtake, but loſing —you' could ſtake, aud 
throw again ;—but I have ſet my ſam of tappineſs on 
this caſt, and not to ſuceeed, were to be ſtript of all. 

Ab. But for Heaven's fake ! what grounds for ap- 
prehenſion can your whimſical brain conjure up at 


' preſent ? 


_ Faulk. What grounds for apprehenſion did you fay ? 
Heavens! are there not a thouſand! I fear for her 
ſpirits—her health—her life—My abſence may fret 
her ; her anxiety for my return, her fears for me, may 


oppreſs her gentle temper. And for her health does 


not every hour bring me cauſe to be alarmed ? If it 
rains, fome ſhower may even then have chilled her de- 
licate. frame If the wind be keen, ſome rade blaſt 
may have aff:Qed her !' The heat of noon, the dews of 
the evening, way endanger the life of her, for whom 
only I value mine, O! Jack, when delicate and fecl- 
ing ſouls are ſeparated, there is not a feature in the fk y, 
not 'a movement of the elements, not an aſpiration of 
the breeze, but hints ſome cauſe for a lover's appre- 
henfion ! | 
A. Ave, but we may chufe whether we will take 
the hint or not.—80 then, Faulkland, if you were 
convinced that Julia were well and in ſpi:its, you 
would be intirely content. | 
& : Faul. 


F111 take 
ju were 
its, you 


"= ext. 


* 
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Faulk, I ſhould be happy beyond meaſure—I am 
anxious only for that. 7 | | 
Alf. Then to cure your anxiety at once—Miſs Mel- 
ville is in perfect health, and is at this moment in Bath. 

Fault. Nay, Jack—don't trifle with me. 

Abſ. She is arrived here with my father within this 
hour. 

Faulk, Can you be ſerious ? 2 

Alſ. I thought you knew Sir Anthony better than 
to be ſurpriſed at a ſudden whim of this kind, —Se- 
riouſly then, it is as I tell you—upon my honour. 

Faulk. My dear friend !—Hollo, Du Peigne !— ' 
my hat—my dear Jack—now nothing on earth can 
give me a moment's uneaſine(s, 2705" 

Enter Fac. 


Fog. Sir, Mr Acres juſt arrived is below. 

AI. Stay, Faulkland, this Acres lives within a 
mile of Sir Anthony, and he ſhall tell you how your 
miſtreſs has been ever fince you left her..—Fag, ſhew 
the gentleman up. | [Exit Fag. 

Faulk, What, is he much acquainted inthe family ? 

/ O, very intimate: I infiſt on your not going: 
beſides, his character will divert you. | 
Fault, Well, I ſhould like to aſk him a few queſ- 
tions. 

Ab. He is likewiſe a rival of mine— that is of my 
other ſelf, for he does not think his friend Captain 
Abſolute ever ſaw the lady in queſtion and it is ridi- 
culous enough to hear him complain to me of one Bever- 
ley, a concealed ſculking rival who 

Fault. Huſh !{— He's here. y 


Enter Acres. 


Acres, Hah, my dear friend, noble captain, and 
hogeſt Jack, how do'ſt thou? juſt arrived faith, as you' 
ſee.—dir, your humble ſervant. Warm work on the 
roads, Jack—Odds whips and wheels! I've travelled 
like a Comet, with a tail of duſt all the way as long as 
the Mall. | 14 

AN,. Ah! Bob, you are indeed an excentric Planet, 
but we know your attractions hither give me leave to 


introduce * 


- 
\ 
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introduce Mr Faulkland to "Yoo"! ; Mr Faulkland, NI 


Acres. 
Acres, Sir, I 2m moſt hearthy glad to ſee you: Sir, 
I folicit your n Jack — what this is 
Mr Faulkland, who 
Abſ. Aye, Bob, Miſs Melville! s Mr Faulkland. 
Acres. Od'ſo! ſhe and your father can be but juſt 
arrived before me— I ſuppoſe you have ſeen them.— 


Ah! Mr Faulkland, you are indeed a happy man. 


Faulk, I have not ſeen Miſs Melville yet, Sir.—! 
hope ſhe enjoyed full health and ſpirits in Devonſhire? 
Acres. Never knew her better in my life, Sir,— 


never better. Odd's Bluſhes and Blooms ! ſhe has 


been as healthy as the German Spa. 
Faulk. Indeed !—I did hear that ſhe had been a 


little indiſpoſed. 


Atres, Falſe, falſe, Sir, ovly ſaid to vex you ; Quite 
the revetſe I aſſure you. 

Faulk.. There, Jack, you ſee ſhe has the advantage 
of me; I had almoſt fretted myſelf ill. | 

Alſ. Now are you angry wich your miſtreſs for not 
having been ſick. 

Faulk. No, no, you miſunderſtand me: Vet ſure- 
ly a little trifling indiſpoſition is not an unnatural con- 
ſequence of abſence from thoſe we love. Now confels 
isn't there ſomething unkind in this violent, robuſl, 
unſecling heath? 

As. O, it was very, unkind of her to * well in vorr 
abſence to be ſure! 

Ares. Good apartments, Jook; 

Faulk. Well, Sir, but you was ſaying Misa Melvill 
has been ſo exceedingly well—what then, ſhe has been 
merry and gay I ſuppoſe '— Always in ſoirits bey 

Acres, Merry, Odds Crickets ! ſhe, has been tie 
bell and ſpirit of the company wherever ſhe has beer 
ſo lively and entertaining! fo full of wit and humour 

Faull. There, Jack, there, — O, by my foul ! ther: 
is an innate ferit in womad, that nothing can over. 
come, —What | Truſt and I away! ! 

A, Have ' dorie :—how fooliſh this is! ! Juſt no 
Jou wereionly apprehenſive for your miſtreſs's pril. 


Faul. 


th. 
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as been 
Ley - 
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R, 
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Faul. Why, Jack, have I been the joy and ſpirit of | 


the company? 


Al}. No, indeed, you have not. 

Faulk. Have I been lively and entertaining? 
Alſ. O, upon my word, T acquit ou. 
Faulk. Have I been full of wit and humour? 

ABſ. No, faith, to do you Juſtice, you have been 
confoundedly ſtupid indeed. 88 * 
Acres. What's the matter with the gentleman? 

AI. He is only expreſſing his great ſatis faction at 
hearing Julia has been ſo well and happy— that's all 
hey, Faulkland ? | 5 

Faulk. Oh! I am rejoiced to hear it — yes, yes, 
ſhe' has a happy diſpoſition! 2 

Acres. That ſhe has indeed then ſhe is fo accom- 
pliſhed - ſo ſweet a voice—ſo expert at her harpſichord 
—ſuch a miſtreſs of flat and ſharp, ſquallante, rum- 
blante, and quiverante !—there was this time month— 
Odds, Minums and Crotchets ! how ſhe. did chirup at 
Mrs Piano's Concert. 5 

Faulk. There again, what ſay you to this? you ſee 
ſhe has been all mirth and ſong—not a thought of me! 

Abſ. Pho! man, is not muſic the food of love! 

Faulz, Well, well, it may be, fo.-Pray, Mr, 
what's his d—d name? Do you remember what ſongs 
Miſs Melville ſung ? 

Acres. Not I indeed. | 

Al. Stay now, they were ſome pretty, melancholy 
purling ftream airs, I warrant; perhaps you may re- 
8 ſhe fing—** When al ſent from my ſoul's de- 

he 

Acres. No that wa'n't it. 

Af. Or.—“ Go, gentle gales !'”*— Go, gentle gales 9 
—(lings.) | | 

Acres. O no! nothing like it.— Odds! now I re- 
collect one of them My heart's my own, my evill ir 
free.” —( fings,) N 

Fault. Fool! fool that I am! to fix all my happi- 
neſs on ſuch a trifler ! S*death! to make herſelf the 
pipe and ballad monger of a circle | to ſoothe he? light 

f K heart 
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heart with catches and glees !—What can you ſay to 
this, Sir? 495 
Abſ. Why, that I ſhould be glad to hear my mil. 


trels had been ſo merry, Sir. 


"Faulk. Nay, nay, nay—T'm not ſorry that ſhe has 
been happy—no; no, I am glad of that -I would not 
have had her {ad or fick—yet ſurely, a ſympathetic 
heart would have ſhewn itſelf even in the choice of a 


 Johg—ſhe might have been temperately healthy, and 


ſomehow plaiotively gay ;—but ſhe has been dancing 
too, I doubt not! : 
Acres. What does the gentleman ſay about dancing? 
Ab}. He ſays the lady we ſpeak of dances as well as 
ſhe fings. 
Acres. Aye truly, does ſhe—there was at our laſt 


race ball ——— 
Faulk. Hell and the devil! There! there—I told 


you fo! I told you ſo ! Oh! ſhe thrives in my abſence | 


— Dancing ! but her whole feelings has been in oppo- 
ſition with mine z—I have been anxious, filent, penſive, 
ſedentary—my days have. been hours of care, my nights 


of watchfulneſs.—She has been all health! ſpirit! 


laugh ! ſong ! dance !—Oh ! d-—-a'd, d—n'd levity ! 
A For heaven's ſake ! Faulkland, don't | expoſe 
yourſelf ſo.—Suppoſe ſhe has danced, what then? 
does not the ceremony of ſociety often oblige 
Fault, Well, well, I'll contain myſelf—perhaps as 


you fay—for form ſake.—What, Mr Acres, you were 


praiſing Miſs Mclville's manner of dancing a minuet— 
hey ? f 

Acres. O] dare infure her for thet but what I was 
going to ſpeak of was her Country dancing: — Odds 
ſwimmings! ſhe has ſuch an air with her! — 

Faulk. Now diſsppointment on her !—defend this, 
Abſolute, why don't you defend this? Country- dan- 
ces! jiggs, and reels! am I to blame now? A minuet 
I could have forgiven—lI ſhould not have minded that 
I ſay I ſhould. nat have regarded a minuet but 
country-dances | Z,—ds! had ſhe made one in a cetillor 


El believe I could have forgiven. even that—but to be 


monkey-led for a night !—to run the gauntlet through 
a 
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2 firing of amorous palming puppies !—to ſhew paces 
ul- like a managed filly !—O Jack, there never can be but 
one man in the world, whom a truly modeſt and geli- 
has cate woman ought to pair with in a country dance; and 
not even then, the reſt of the couples ſhould be her great 
6 uncles and aunts ! ' | heb 
| a Alf. Aye, to be ſure !—grand-fathers and grand- 
and mothers ! h | | 
ws Faulk. If there be one vicious mind in the ſet, "twill - 
= ſpread like a contagion—the action of the pulſe beats 
ng ? to the laſcivious movement of the jigg—their quiver- 
2 ing warm breath'd fighs impregnate the very air—the 
atmoſphere becomes electrical to love, and each amorous 
laſt ſpark darts through every link of the chain -I muſt 
told leave you I own I am ſomewhat flurried—and that 


eonfounded looby has perceived it. | [ Going.- 

Abſ. Nay, but ſtay, Faulkland, and thank Mr Acres 
for his good news. N 

Faull. D—n his news! [Exit Faulkland. 
Al. Ha! ha! ha! poor Faulkland five minutes 
fnce—** nothing on earth could give him a moment's 
uneaſineſs !” | | | 

Acres. The gentleman wa'n't angry at my praifing 
his miſtreſs, was he? | 

AI}. A little jealous, I believe, Bob. 

Acres. You don't ſay fo? Ha! ba! jealous of me 
==that's a good joke. 

Alf. There's nothing ſtrange in that, Bob; let me 
tell you, that ſprightly grace and inſinuating manner 
of your's will do ſome miſchief among the girls here. 

Heret. Ah! you joke—ha ! ha! miſchiet—ha ! ha! 
but you know I am not my own. property, my dear 
Lydia bas foreſtalled me. She could never abide me in 
the country, becauſe I uſed to dreſs ſo badly but odds 
frogs and tambours ! I ſhan't take matters fo here 99 
now ancient madam has no voice in it—I'll make my © 
old cloaths know who's maſter—I ſhall ſtraĩt way caſhier " 
the hunting-frock—and render my leather breeches in- bo 


capable—My hair has been in training ſome time, 
AlF. Indeed 


W 


We © Acres, 
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Acret. Aye - and tho'ff the fide curls are a little ref. 
tive, my hind part takes it very kindly. 
Abſ. O, you'll poliſh, L doubt not. i | 
Acres, Abſolutely I-propoſe ſo—then if I can find 
aut this Enſign Beverly, odds triggers and flints! I'll 
make him know the difference ot. J 
Alf. Spoke like a man—byt, pray, Bob, I ebſerve 
| vou have got an odd kind of a new method of ſwear-. 
185 18 — 0 
Acres, Ha ! ha] you've taken notice of it tis gen- 
Fi teel, isn't 111 did'nt invent it myſelf though; but 
a commander in our militia—a great ſcholar, I aſſure 
you—ſays that there is no meaning in the common 
oaths, and nothing but their antiquity makes them re- 
ſpectable ;—becauſe, he ſays, the ancients would never 
ſtick to an oath or two, but would ſay by Jove ! or by 
. Bacchus ! or by Mars ! or by Venus! or by Pallas 
Ma according to the {entiment—ſo that to ſwear with pro- 
priety, ſays my little Major, the ** oath. ſhould be an 
echo to the ſenſe 3” and this we, call the oath referen- 
tial, or ſentimental ſwearing-—ha ! ha! ha! 'tis genteel, 
k isn't it? | 
iN AN. Very genteel, and very new indeed—and 1 
dare ſay will ſupplant all other figures of imprecation. 
# Acres, Aye, aye, the beſt terms will grow. obſolete 
»—Damns have had their day. 
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Enter Fac, 


i 
Ci Fag. Sir, there is a gentleman below deſires to ſee 
bl you— Shall I ſhew him into the parlour ? 
Abſ. Aye—you may. 
Acres, Well, I mul begone 
Alſ. Stay; who is it, Fag ? 
i Fag. Your father, Sir. * 
= - ALY. You puppy, why didn't you ſhew him up di- 
realy ? | [Exit Fag. 
Acres. You have ſome buſineſs with Sir Anthony.— 
I expect a meſſage from Mrs Malaprop at my lodgings 
El have ſent allo to my dear friend Sir Lucius O” Trig: 
ger. —Adieu, Jack, we mult meet at night, when you 
mall give me a dozen bumpers to little Lydia. 
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find 
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ſerve 
Wear: 


ation. 


blolete 


to ſee 


Alſ. That Iwill with all my heart. [Exit Acres, 
Now for a parental ledture— I hope he has heard 


nothing of the buſineſs that has brought me here —1 


wiſh the gout had held him faſt in Devonſhire, with 
all my foul ! | 


Enter Six Ax rox. * 


Sir, I am delighted to ſee you here; and looking ſo 


well !—your ſudden arrival at Bath made me appre- 
lenfive for your health. 
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Sir Auth. Very apprehenſive, I dare ſay, Jack, — 


What, you are recruiting here, hey ? 
Alf. Yes, Sir, I am on duty. 


Sir Auth. Well, Jack, I am glad to ſee you, though 


I did not expect it, for I was going to write to you on 
a little matter of buſineſs. —Jack, I have been con- 


fidering that I grow old and infirm, and ſhall probably 


not trouble you long. | 


Alſ. Pardon me, Sir, I never ſaw you look more 
ſtrong and hearty ; and I pray frequently that you may 


continue fo. 


Sir Anth. I hope your prayers may be heard, with 


all my heart. ell then, Jack, I have been conſider - 


ing that I am ſo ſtrong and hearty, I may continue to 


— 


plague a long time. — Now, Jack, I am ſenſible that the 


income of your commiſſion, and what 1 have hitherto 


- 


allowed you, is but a [mall pittance for a lad of your 


ſpirit. 
- ALF. Sir. you are very 


| good: 
Sir Anth. And it is my Wiſh, while yet I hve, to have 


my boy make ſome figure in the world. —TI have reſol- 


ved, therefore, to fix you at once in a noble indepen- 


dence, 
A. Sir, your-kindneſs overpowers'me=ſuch gene- 


roſity makes the gratitude of reaſon more lively than 


the ſenfations even of filial affection. 


Sir Anth. I am glad you are fo ſenſible of my at- 


tention—and you ſhall be maſter of a large eſlate in 


a few weeks. 


Alf. Let my future life, Sir, ſpeak my gratitude ; 


I cannot expreſs the ſenſe I have of your munificence. - 
K 3 — Yet 


7 
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by. —Yet, Sir, I preſumg you would not wiſh me to quit. 
2 the army ? 

I Sir Anth. O, that ſhall be as your wife chuſes. 

7 E. My kwife, Sir! 


Sir Anth. Aye, aye, ſettle. that between you —ſetile 
that between you. 

A. A wife, Sir, did you ſay ? 

Sir Aath. Aye, a vi, Aid not I mention ber 
before ? | 

A. Not a word of. her, 285 

Sir .Anth, Odd ſo!— L muſtn't forget her though. | 

- Yes, Jack, the independence I was talking of is by a a 
warriage—the fortune is ſaddled with a wite—burt I 1. 

Ws ſuppoſe that makes no difference. 
h - ly. Sir! Sir !—you amaze me! 

Sir Antb. Why what the. devil's the, matter with : 
the fool? Juſt now you were all gratitude and duty. 

Alſ. I was, Sir, you talked, to me of independence 
and a fortune, but not a word of a wife. 

Sir Anth. Why—what difference does that make ? 
Odd's lite, Sir: if you have the, eſtate, you muſt take 
it with the live ſtock on it, as it ſtands. 

A If my bappineſs is to be the price, I muſt beg 
leave to line the purchaſe.— Prey, Sir, Who is 

the lady? N 

Sir Anth. What's that to von, Sir? — Come, give 
me 2 promiſe to love, and to marry ber directly. 

Abſp Sure, Sir, this is not very. reaſonable, to ſum- 
mon my affections for a lady T know nothing of! 

Sir Anth. I am ſure, Sir, 'tis more unreaſonable. in 
you to obje# to a lady you know notbing of. 

Alf. Then, Sir, 1 muſt tell you plainly, that my 
inclinations are fix d on auother my hett is engaged 

4 to an angel. 

Sir Anib. Then pray let it fend an excuſe.— It is 

very ſorry but bu/ine/s prevents it's waiting on her. 
Ab. But my vows are pledged to her. 

Sir Aab. Let her forecloſe, Jack; let. her fore- 
cloſe ; they are not worth redeeming ; beſides, you 
have the angel's vows, in exchange, I ſuppoſe ; fo 

were can be no loſs there. 
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for all, that in this point I cannot obey you. 
ſome time with patience bave been cool —quite 
cool; but take care—yoru. kaow 1 amy compliance its 


es I am not thwarted ;—no oue more eaſily 


in a frenzy. . 


OU. 
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I You muſt excuſe me, Sir, if I tell you, once 


Sir Anth. Hark'ce, Jack z— I have heard you for 


led when I have my own way ;—but don't put ure 


Alf. Sir, I muſt repeat it—in this I cannot obey - 


Sir Aub. Now du me! it ever I call you Faok . 


again while I live! 
AV: Nay, Sir, but hear me. 


Sir Anib. Sir, L won't hear a word—not a word:! ' 


not one word! fo give me your promiſe by a nod 


and I'll tell. you what, Jack — I mean, you dog if f 


you don't Ly=——: 


Alf. Wirat, Sir, | promiſe. to link myſelf to ſome - 


meſs of ugline(s ! to 


Hir Antb. Z — ds! mbh the lady ſhall be as 


on her Bp on ; 


ning, N 9. 


for mirth in my liſe. 


berah ! 
Abſ. Sir, I hope I know my duty better. 


Sir Anth. None of your paſſion, Sir! none of your 


iolence; if you-pleaſe—It won't do with me, I pro- 
miſe you. 


Abf, Ladeed, Sir, I never was cooler in my life. . 
Sir Antb, 


Ah. Indeed, Sir, I never was in a worſe humour F 


Sir Anth. Tis falſe, Sir, I know you are laughing 
in your ſleeve ;- 1 know you'll grin when Lam gone, 


— 


ugly as I chooſe; ſhe.ſhall have 8 hump on each ſhout- - 
der; ſhe ſhall be as crooked as the Creſcent ; her obe 
eve (hall. roll. like the Bull's in Cox's Muſzum—ſhe - 
ſhall have a ſkin like a mummy; and the beard of a : 
Jew—ſbe- ſball be all this, ſirrah vet PI make vou 
ogle her all day, and fit. up all night t. to write ſonnets + 
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Sir Anth, Tis a confounded lie !—1 know you are 


in a paſſion in your heart; I know you are, you hy- Ye 
pocritical young dog! but it won't do. * 
HA. Nay, Sir, upon my word. 
Sir Anth. So Ano fly out can't you be ccol, — 
like te ? What the devil good can Paſſon do 1 
is of no ſervice, you impudent, infolent, overbearing 
reprobate !--There you ſneer again !—don't provoke ; 
me !—but you rely upon the mildneſs of my temper— aft; 
you do, you dog !—you play upon the meekneſs of poc 
my diſpotition ! —Yet take eare—the patience of x ven 
faint may be overcome at laſt I but mark! I give the 
you fix hours and a half to conſider of this; if you Wo! 
then agree without any condition, to do every thing 
on earth that I chuſe, why —confound you! I may i 1 
time forgive you-—If not, 2— ds! don't enter the F 
ſame hemiſphere with me! don't dare to breathe ib bau! 
ſame air, or uſe the ſame light with me; but get an Z 
atmoſphere and a ſun of your on! III rip! you « 7 
your commiſſion; I'll lodge a five and - three pence, it es | 
the bands of truſtees, and you ſhall live on the intereſ. . 
I'll difown you, PII difinheri you! and du me er 
if ever I call you Jack again ! (Exit Sir Anth, 
Ass0LUTE ſolus, 
AI Mild, gentle, confiderate father—T' kiſs you 
hands— What a tender method of giving his opiniag 
in theſe matters Sir Anthony has! I dare not truſt hin Li 
with the truth. —I wonder what old wealthy hag it i mig; 
that he wants to beſtow on me !—yet be married him bot e 
ſelf for love ! and was in his youth a bold intrigues WM form. 
and a gay companion him 3 
Enter Fac. Bevet 


Fag. Aſſuredly, Sir, your father is wrath to a di ay 


gree 3 he comes down ſtairs eight or ten ſteps at dear 1 
time—muttering, growling, and thumping the banoil —1 5 
ters all the way; 1, and the cook's dog, ſtand bowig W ; 
at the door—rap ! he gives me a ſtroke on the hea knew 
with his cane; bids me carry that to my maſter, the 
kicking the turnſpit into the area, d—ns us all for # 
: FEE n my credit, Sir, were 1 conte 
0 you on. the 


i} 
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your place, and found my father ſuch very: bad com- 


are 
hy- pany, I ſhould certainly drop his acquaintance. 
Alf. Ceaſe your impertinence, Sir, at preſent, —Did. 

you come in for nothing more Stand out of the 

Cool, way ! | L Puſhes him afide and exit. 

an Fas. ſolve. 

ovoke Tag. Soh ! Sir Anthony trims my maſter ;' he is 

per— afraid to reply to his father then vents his ſpleen on 

eſs of poor Fag !—When one is vexed by one perſon, to re- 

, of 1 venge one's ſelf on another, who happens to come in 

[ give the way—is the vileſt injuſtice; Ah! it ſhews the 

f you worſt temper—the-baſeſt | 

thing Enter ERRAD Boy. 

87 Bey. Mr Fag! Mr Fag ! your maſter calls you. 

8 %. Fag. Well! you little, dirty puppy, you need not 

he ih baul ſo— The meaneſt diſpoſition ! the 

get 1 Bay. Quick, quick, Mr Fag. 

a : Fag. Quick! quick! you impudent jackanapes! 

* am I to be commanded by you too? you little, imper- 
pi 0 tinent, infolent, kitchen-bred—— [Exit kicking and 


W beating him. 


SCENE II. The Norih Parade. 


iſs yout 5 

opi pio Enter Lucy... 

ruſt hin Lucy. S8o— 1 ſhall have another rival to add to my 
hag it e miltreſs's liſt Captain Abſolute.— However, I ſhall 

ied him not enter his name till my purſe has received notice in 

atrigven form. Poor Acres is diſmifled !-— Well, I have done 


him a laſt friendly office, in letting him know that 
Beverley was here before him.—Sir Lucius is gene- 


to a (ll rally more punctual, when be expects to hear from his 
eps at dear Delia, as he calls her: — I wonder he's not here! 
e bann —[ have a little ſeruple of conſcience from this de · 
4 boni dent; though I ſhould not be paid ſo well, if my heto 
the hal knew that Delia was near fifty, and her own-millreſs. 
ter, the Enter Sts Lucius O'Ta1Gcrr. 


all for 
were I. 
"wo. 
* 
4 


Sir Luc, Hah ! my little, ambaſſadreſs—upon my 
con'-ience I have, been looking for you; I have been 
on the South Parade this half-hour. Lucy. . 


— 
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Lucy. ¶ Spea ling. ſimply) O gemini l and I have been talk 
waiting for your worſhip on the North. 
Sir Luc. Faith! — may be, that was the reaſon ae in t. 


did not meet; and it is very comical too, how you — 
could go out and I not ſee you— for | was only taking 37 
a nap at the Parade Coffee · houſe, and I choſe the vin - 
doc on purpoſe that I might not miſs you. wo” 
© Lucy. My ſtars! Now I'd wager a ſizpence I went 1 " 
by while you were aſleep. 3 
Sir Luc. Sure enough it muſt have been ſo—and I ty ac 
never dreamt” it was ſo late, till I waked. Well, but my 
my little girl, have you got nothing for me? oe 
Lucy. Fes, but I have—T've got a letter for you 2 oy 
in my pocket. 8 > 
Sir Luc. O faith! I gueſſed' you weren't come * 
empty-handed—well—let me ſee what the dear crea- 7 
ture ſays. a | x 
Lucy. There, Sir Lucius. (Gives him à leiter). * 
Sir Luc. (Reads) “ Sir—there is often a ſudden in- el 
© centive pulſe in love, that has a greater induction than FIR 
years of domeflick combination ſuch was the commotion “er! 
* / felt at the firſt ſuperfluous view of Sir Lucin WF 
© O'Trigger.” Very pretty, upon my word. Fe. 9 2 
male pundtuation forbids me tv. ſay more; yet let me 5 "0 
© ad, that it will give me joy infallible to find Sir wal 
Lucius worthy the laſt criterion of my affe#ions, * P 
Detia.” W 
Upon my conſcience ! Lucy, your Lady is a greatmil- Sir | 
treſs of language. Faith, ſhe's quite the queen of the 
dictionary !—tor the devil a word dare refuſe coming 
at ber call—though one would think it was quite out Fag. 
of hearing. | Lucy, 
Lucy. Aye, Sir, a lady of her experience. Fag. 
Sir Luc. Experience! what at ſeventen? tle leſ 
Lucy. © true, Sir—but then ſhe reads ſo—my ſtars! ¶ you » 
how (he will read off hand! | law vo 
Sir Luc, Faith, ſhe muſt be very deep read to write Mow th 
this way—though ſhe is rather an arbitrary writer too Lucy. 
— for here are a great many poor words preſſed into Ne {© }, 
the ſervice of this note, that would get their habear {Wpletor 


corpus from any court in Chriſtendom, 
Lucy, 


7 
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Lucy, Ah! Sir Lucius, if you were to hear how ſhe 
talks of you! 24}. + | | 

Fir Luc. O tell her, I'll make her the beſt huſband 
in the world, and Lady O' Trigger into the bargain! 
— But we muſt get the old gentlewoman's conſent— 
and do every. thing fairly. 

Lucy. Nay, Sir Lucius, I thought you wa'n't rich 
enough to be ſo nice! 

Sir Luc. Upon my word, young woman, you have 
hit it:— I am ſo poor, that I can't afford to do a dir- 
ty action.— If I did not want money, I'd ſteal your 
miſtreſs and her fortune with a great deal of pleaſure. 
— However, my pretty girl, (gives ber money, ) here's 
a little fomething to buy you a ribband; and meet me 
in the evening, and I'll give you an anſwer to this. 
So, huſſy, take a kiſs beforg-hand, to put you 'in mind. 


en 
e 
ou 
ing 
vine 


rent 


d 1 
but 


you 


5 SE 12 er 
Lucy. O lud! Sir Lucius I never ſeed ſuch a gem- 

man! my lady won't like you if you're ſo impudent. 

7 55 Sir Luc, Faith ſhe will, Lucy that ſame —pho! 
14 305 hat's the name of it !— Modeſty /—is a quality in a 
ere > over more praiſed by the women than liked; fo, if 


your miſtreſs aſks you whether Sir Lucius ever gave 
you a Kiſs, tell her fifty—-my dear. 
Lucy, What, would you have me tell her a lie ? 
Sir Luc. Ah then, you baggage! I'Il make it a 
ruth preſently. ; 
Lucy. For ſhame now ; here is ſome one coming. 


Luci: 
66 Fe 
let me 
nd Sir 


ons, 


8 Sir Luc. O faith, I'll quiet your conſcience! 
* 8 [Sees FAG. Exit, humming a tune. 
ite out Fag. So, ſo, Ma'am. I humbly beg pardon. 
Lucy, O lud !—now, Mr Fag—you flurry one ſo. 
Fag. Come, come, Lucy, here's no one bye—ſo. n 
8 tle leſs ſimplicity, with a grain or too more ſincerity, 
y ſtars | ¶ you pleaſe———You play falſe with us, Madam. 


law you give the Baronet a letter, My maſter ſhall 
to write Now this—and if he don't call him out—1I will, 
riter too Wl Lucy. Ha! ha! ha! you gentlemen's gentlemen 
ſed into Ie lo haſty.— That letter was from Mrs — 
habeas opleton.— She is taken with Sir Lucius's addreſs. 


Fag. 
Lucy» 3 
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Fug. How ! what taſtes ſome people have Why! 
82 I- have walked by her. window an hundred 
times. — But what ſays our young lady? Any meſſage 
to my maſter ? 

Tucy. Sad news! Mr Fog A worſe rival than 
Acres! Sir Anthony Abſolute hes progeled his ſon. 

Fag. What, Captain Abſolute ? 

Lucy. Even ſo.— I overheard it all. | 

Fag. Ha! ha! ha! very good, faith ;—Good bye, 
Lucy, I muſt away with this news. 

Lucy. Well—you may laugh but it is true, 1 dur 
vou. [GCoing.] 
t Fag—tell your maſter not to be caſt down 
by this. 

I O, he'll be ſo diſconſolate ! 

Lucy. And charge him not to think of e 
with young Abſolute. 8 

Fag. Never fear !— never fear \ 

Lucy. Be ſure—bid him. keep up his ſpirits. 

Fag. We will—we will. / [Exeunt ſeveralh. 


ACT Ill. 
SCENE TI. The North Parade. 


Enter Avs0Lvre. 


Alf. 8 IS juſt as Fag told me, ;idead; e 
enough, faith! My father wants to for 


x 


me to marry the very girl I am plotting to run away 


with !--He muſt not know of my connection with her 
yet a-while.-—He has too ſummary a method of pro- 
ceeding in theſe matters —However, I'll read my re. 
cantation inſtantly. -My converſion is ſomething ſud- 
den, indeed—but I can aſſure him it is very ſincere: 
— 80, ſo, —here he comes. —He looks plaguy grub 
[Steps afud. 
Enter Sis ANTaEONY, 
Sir. Anth. No—T'll die ſooner than forgive him.— 


Die, did I ſay? Tl live theſe fifty years to Pint. ue 
| ; m 


— 


cellerſ 
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im. At our laſt meeting, his impudence had almoſt 
put me out of temper. An obſtinate, paſſionate, ſelf- 
willed boy! Who can he "take after? This is my 
return for getting him before all his brothers and fif- 
ters 1— for putting him, at twelve years old, into a 
marchivg regiment, and allowing him fifty pounds a- 
year, beſides his pay, ever fince 1— But I have done 
with him z—he's any body's ſon for me.— I never will 


ye, ſee him more, - never - never - never— never. 
AB. Now for a penitential face. | 

ure Sir Auth. Fellow, get out of my way. 

ng.) Alf. Sir, you ſee a penitent before you. 


Sir Anth, I fee an impudent ſcoundrel before me. 
Alf. A ſincere penitent.— I am come, Sir, to ac- 
knowledge my error, and to ſubmit entirely to your 
will. | 
Sir Anth, What's that? | EY 
Alſ. I have been revolving, and reflecting, and con- 
ſidering on your paſt goodnels, and kindneſs, and con- 
ralh, deſcenſion to me. a 
Sir Antb. Well, Sir? | 
Alf. 1 have been likewiſe weighing and balanein 
what you were pleaſed to mention concerning duty, 
and obedience, and authority, | 
, Sim, Anib. Well, puppy? — 
| AIF. Why then, Sir, the reſult of my-refleQions is 
—a reſolution to ſacrifice every inclination of my own 


+enfical to your ſatis faction. 
to force Sir Anth. Why now, you talk ſenſe—abſolute ſenſe ' 
u away —[ never heard any thing more ſenſible in my life. 


ith her Confound you; you ſhall be Jack again. 


of pro Ab. I am happy in the appellation. | 

my re. Sir Anth, Why, then, Jack, my dear Jack, I will 
ng (ud- Bl now inform you who the lady really is. Nothing 
foncere but your paſſion and violence, you filly fellow, prevent- 
ay gruf ed my telling you at firſt, Prepare, Jack, for wonder 
eps 4 


and 1% +047 eee think you of Miss 
Lydia Languiſh ? 
4% Languiſh? What, the Languiſhes of Wor- 


celterſhire ? 4 
L Sir Anth, e 


Ee him. 


o plag* 
4 bin 
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Sir. Anth, Worceſterſhire! No. Did you derer Mert 


Mrs Malaprop and her niece, Miſs Languiſh, who came 


into our country juſt before you were laſt ordered to 


your regiment? 


Abſ. Malaprop ! Langviſh 14 don't remember ever 
to have heard the names before. Vet, ſtey—I think I 
do recollect ſomething. le fe Langue! She 


{quints, don't ſhe ?—A little fed-haired girl, 
; Sir Anth, Squints: -A red - haired girl! 
— ds! no, | 
Abſ. Then I muſt have forgot; it can't be the 
ſame perſon. 


Sir Anth, Jack! Jack-! what think you of bloomivg, 


love- breathing ſeventeen ? 


A. As to that, Sir, I am quite indifferent, If I 


can pleaſe you in the matter, 'tis all I deſire. 


Sir Anth. Nay, but Jack, ſuch eyes! ſuch eyes! fo 
innocently wild! ſo baſh fully irreſolute! Not a glauce 
but ſpeaks and kindles ſome thought of love ! Then, 
Jack, her cheeks ! her cheeks, Jack ! fo deeply bluſh- 
tog at the inſinuations of her tell-tale eyes! Then 
Jack, her lips !—O. Jack, lips ſmiling at their own diſ- 
cretion; and if not ſmiling, more ſweetly pouting ; 
more lovely in ſullenneſs ! 

Alſ. Thav's ſhe indeed. Well done, old gentleman. 

Sir Auth. Then, Jack, her neck. O Jack ! Jack 

A And which 1s to be mine, Sir, the Niece or 
the Aunt ? 

Sir Anth. Why, you unfeeling, inſenſible puppy, I 
Ueſpiſe you. When I was of your age, ſuch a — 
tion would have made me fly like a rocket ! The Aus,, 
indeed l Odds life! when I ran away with your mo- 
ther, I would not have touched any thing old ox ugly 
ta gain an empire, | 

Alf. Not to pleaſe. your father, Sir? 

Sir Anth, To pleaſe my father !——-Z—ds !. not to 
pleaſe O my father Oddſo !——yes—yes; 
if my father indeed Had deſited that's quite another 


. matter —— Tho? he wa'y't the indulgent father that 


I am, Jack. 
A. I dare ſay not, Sir. 
* * Sir Anth, 


forgive 
rapture 
Me gir 


A 
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Hir Autb. But, Jack, you are not ſorry to find your 
miſtreſs is ſo beautiful. | 

AlIF.. Sir, I repeat it; if I pteaſe you in this affair, 

"tis all I defire., Not that I think a woman the worſe 
for being handſome z but, Sir, if you pleaſe to recoltect,. 
you before hinted ſomething of a hump or two, one 
eye, and a few more graces of that Kind—now, with- 
out being very hice, I own I ſhould rather chooſe u 
wife of mine to have the uſual number of limbs, aud a 
limited quantity of back : and tho? one eye may be vo- 
ry agreeable, yet as the prejudice has always run in fa- 
vour of twp, I would not wiſh to affect a ſingularity in 
that article. 

Sir Anth. What a phlegmatic fot it is] Why, firrah,. « 
you're an Anchorite Ia vile inſenfible ſtock. — You" 

a ſoldier !--You're à walking block, fit only to duſt 
the company's regimentals off !-—Odds life! Pee a2 
great mind to marry the pitÞ myſelf! | y 

MF. Jem entirely at your diſpoſal, Sir; if you ſhould 
think of addreſſing Nil Languiſh yourſelf, I ſuppoſe 
you would have me marry the Junt; or if you ſhould- 
change your mind, and take the old lady—'tis the 
ſame to me— I'll marry the Mice. 

Sir Anth, Upon my word, Jack, thou'tt eitber's ve- 
ry great hypocrite, or but, come, I know your 
indifference ob ſuch a ſubje& muſt be all a lie— I'm 
ſure it muſt—come, confeſs, Jack—you have been ly- 
ing—ha'n't you? You have been playing the hypo- 
erite, hey I— Il never forgive you, if you ha'n't been 
'ying and playing the hypocrite. © 8 

½ Pm forry, Sir, that the reſpect atd duty which 
bear to you ſhould be fo miſtaken. | 

Sir Auth. Hang your reſpect and duty! But, come 
along with me, rh write a note to Mrs Malsprop, and 
you ſhalt viſit the lady directly. Her eyes ſhall be 
the Promethian torch to you, come along, I'll never 
lorgive you, if you don't come back, ſtark mad with 
rapture and impatience—if.you dong, egad, I' marry 
the girl wylelf een | [Exeunt. 

. "SCENE 
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SCENE II. Jvira's Dreſſag room. 


x + ,  FavrtkLanD, ſolus.. 5. fob 
* Faull. They told me Julia would return directly; 
I wonder ſhe is not yet come — How mean does this 
6 captious, unſatisfied temper of mine appear to my cool - 
| er judgment! Yet I know not that 1 indulge it in 
' any other point :—but on this one ſubjed, and to this 
4 one ſubject, whom I think I love beyond my life, I am 
| ever ungrac ioufly ſretful, and madly, capricious 1—1 
am conſcious of it—yet I cannot corred myſelf. 1 What 
tender honeſt joy ſparkled in her eyes whey we met! 
-— How delicate was the warmth of her expreſſions! 
I was aſhamed to appear leſs happy—tbough: I had 
come reſolved to Mear a face of coolneſs and upbraid- 
ing. Sir Anthony's preſence prevented my-. propoſed 
expoſtulations: yet I muſt be ſatisfied that ſhe has not 
been ſo very happy in my abſence, —She is coming! 
Yes !—1 know the nimbleneſs of her. tread, when ſhe 
thinks her impatient. Faulkland counts the moments 
of her ſtay. | 
Euer Jui. 
Juba. I. had not, hap'd to ſee you 2 ſo ſoon. 
aul. Could 1, Julia, be contented with my firſt 
welcome—reftrained as we were by the preſence of a 
third, perſon ? | | 17! 
Julia. O Faulkland, when your kindneſs can make 
me thus happy, let me not think that I diſcovered 
ſomething of coldneſs in your firſt ſalutation. 
Faulk, 'Twas but your fancy, Julia.— I was rejoic- 
ed to fee you—to Tee you in ſuch health Sure I had, 


. 


no cauſe for coldneſs? a 
Julia. Nay then, I ſee you have taken ſomething ill. 

- — You mult not conceal from, me what it is. 
Faulk, Well, then —ſhall I own to you that my joy 
at hearing of your health and your arrival here, by 
your neighbour Acres, was ſomewhat damped by Lis 
dwelling much on the high ſpirits you had enjoyed in 
Devonſhire—on your mirth—your ſinging— dancing, 
and I know not what! — For ſuch is my temper, 1 

tha 


— 
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that I ſhould regard every mirthful moment in your 
abſence as a treaſon to conſtancy : The mutual tear 
that Reals down the cheek of parting lovers is a com- 
paR, that no ſmile ſhall live there till they meet again. 
Julia. Muſt I never ceaſe to tax my Faulkland 


ol with this teaſing minute captice?— Can the idle re- 
in ports of a. ſilly boor weigh in your breaſt againſt my 
his tried affect ion? | : 
am 'aulk, They have no weight with me, Julia: No, 
—1 no I am happy if you have been ſo—yet only fay, 
bat that you did not ſing with mirtb - ſay that you thought 
et! of Faulkland in the dance. 
d Julia. I nevet can be happy in your abſence.—If I 
had wear a countenance of content, it is to ſhew that my 
aid- mind holds no doubt of my Faulkland's truth—If 1 
ped ſeem'd ſad—it were te make malice triumph; and ſay, 
not that I had fixed my heart on one, who left me to Ia» 
1— ment his roving, and my own credulity.— Believe me, 
ſhe Faulkland; I mean not to upbtaid you, when I ſay, 
ents that I have have often dreſſed ſorrow in ſmiles, leſt / 
my friends ſhould gueſs whoſe unkindneſs had cauſed 
my tears, 
0 Faulk. You were ever all 'poodneſs to me. — I am 2 
gin brute, when I but admit a doubt ef your conſtancy - 
[ 


Jace. If ever without ſuch cauſe from ' you; as I 
of a will not ſuppoſe poſſible, you find my affections veering 
but a point, may I become a proverbial ſcoff for levity, 
make and baſe ingratitude. # 
vered Faulk,” Ah! Julia, that laſt word is grating to me. 
I would I had no title to your gratitude! Search your 


9 28 
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joe heart, Jalia; perhaps what you have miſtaken for iore, 
I bad is but the warm effufion of a too thankful heart! 
q Julia. For what quality muſt J love you? 
ng ill Faulk. For no quality | To regard me for any qua- 
"= lity of mind or underſtanding, were only to gſfeem me. 
1 30% And for perſon— have often with'd myſelf deformed, 


to be convinced that I owed no obligation there for auy 
part of your affetion. - 

Julia. Where Nature has beſtowed a ſhew of nice at- 
dention in the features of à man, he ſhould laugh at it, as 
wiſplaced. I have ſeen men, who in %% vain article, 


L 3 perhaps, 1 
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perhaps, might rank above you; but my bear never aſk- 


ed my eyes if it were ſo or not. 


Fault. Now..this is not well from von, Julia.—I. 


deſpiſe perſon in a man- yet, if you loved me as I with, 
though I were an Aithiop, you'd think none ſo fair. 


alia. I ſee you are determined to be unkind — The. 
contract which my poor father bound us in gives you 
more than «lover's privilege. 

Faull. Again, Julia, 'you- raiſe ideas that feed and 
Juſtify: my doubts.——I wauld. not have been more. 
free—no——l am proud of my reſtraint, wp kg 
— perhaps your high reſpect alone for this ſolemh com- 


pact has fettered your inclinations, which; elſe yad 
ad 


made a worthier choice. — Ho ſhall 1 be ſure, 
you remained unbound ia thought and promiſe, that 
I ſhould ſlill have been. the object of your. perſevering 
love? 

Julia. Then try me ow Lt us be free as ſtran- 
gers as to what is paſt ; my heart will not tee more 
liberty ! 

Faulk There now | ſo haſty, Julia! ſo anxious to be 
free ?—lf your love for me were fixed and ardent, you; 
would not loſe your hold, even though IL wiſt'd it! 

Julia. O! you, torture mel to the heart ! I ,cannot- 
bear it. 

Faulk. I do not mean to diſtreſs N If I lov'd- 
you leſs, I ſhould never give you an uneaſy moment. 
But hear me.— All my fretful doubts arife from this 
Women are not uſed to weigh, and ſeparate the mo- 
tives of their affections: The cold diftates of prudence, 


- gratitude, or filial duty, may ſometimes be miſtaken 


tor the pleadings of the heart. I would not boaſt—- 
yet let me; ſay, that I have - neither age, perſon, or 
character, to found diſlike on ;-—my- fortune ſuch as 
few ladies could be charged with indiſeretion in the 
match. O Jalia ! when /ove receives ſuch countenance 
from, prudence, nice minds will be. ſuſpicious-of its birth. 
Julia. I know not whither your inſinuations would 
tend: But, as they ſeem pteſſing to inſult me— will 
ſpare you the regret of having done ſo.— I have given 
you no cauſe for this! ' . [ Exit.in 75 
| AUK, 
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Faulk. In teats! ſtay, Julia : ſtay but for a moment, 
he door is faſtened !—Julia - my ſoul—but for 


IL. one moment: Thear her ſobbing.—'Sdeath! what a 
b, brute em I to uſe her thus! Yet ſtay.— Aye —ſhe is 
12 coming now: - how little refolution there is in woman ! 
he — how a fen foft words can turn them! —- No, faith! 
ou ſhe is net coming either. — Why, Jolia—- my love 
ſay but that you forgive me come but to tell me that 
nd now, this is being oo reſentful : ſtay! ſhe is com- 
ore: ing to—I thought - ſhe would—ro ſradineſs in any 
yet thing ! her going away muſt have been a mere trick 
m- then—ſhe ha'n't fre that I was hurt by it.—1'1 affect 
ya indifference—(/hums a tune e then liens) Noe 
ad: Z—ds! ſhe's net coming nor don't intend it, I ſup- 
that poſe,—This is not Headineſi, but 1cbffinacy! Yet I de- 
ring ſerve it.— What after ſo Jong an abſence, to quarrel. 
with her tenderneſs L—'twas barbarous and unmanly 1— 
ran- I ſhould be aſhamed to fee her non. — I' wait till her 
nore juit refentment is. abated—and when 1 diſtreſs ler fo 
2gain, may I loſe her for ever! and be linked inflead to + 
o be ſome antique virago, w hoſe gnawing paſſions, and long 
you hoarded ſpleen, ſhall make me curſe my folly half the 
. day, and all the night. [ Exit; 
zQnot: ; | 7 
107d SCENE III. Mrs Maizero?'s Lodgings,. - 
* Ars MarA sor, <uith a letter in her hand, ani 
mo- Captain ABSOLUTE. 
ce | | | | 
i ke. Mrs Mal. Your being. Sir Anthony's ſon, Captain; 
oalt—- would itſelf be a ſufficient accommodation; but from. 
ny. of the ingenuity of your appearance, I am convinced you: 
1 30 deſetve the character here given of xou. t 
in the _ Ab.» Permit me to- ſay, madam, that as I never yet 
ee have had the pleaſure of ſeeing Miſs Languiſh, my 
birth. Pocipal indueement in this affair at | preſent: is the 
would honour of being allied to Mrs Malaprop; of whoſe in- 
I will elle dual, ac compliſhments, elegant manners, and un- 
given vetted learning, no zorgue is ſilent. 
an fert. Mr: Mal. 
Faul. 
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Mrs Mal. Sir, you do me infinite honour II beg, 


Captain, you'll be ſeated, —(3%7/}—Ah 1! few gentle. cer 
men, now-a-days, know how to value the ine ffectual / 
qualities in a woman! few think how a-little know. - 
ledge becomes a gentlewoman !—Men have no ſenſe Ver 
now but for the worthleſ, flower of beauty! / 
A. Tt is but too true indeed, ma%am ;—yet I fear con 
our ladies ſhould ſhare the blame — they think our ad- — 
miration of beauty ſo great, that knowledge in them would en 
be ſuperfluous. Thus, like garden trees, they ſeldom A 
ſhew fruit, till time has robb'd them of the more ſpe · A 
cious bloſſom.— Few, like Mrs Malaprop and the 74 
orange tree, are rich in both at once! hand 
Mrs Mal. Sir you overpower me with gcod breed- 1 

_ ing—He is the very pine- apple of politeneſs ! You are lo. 
not ignorant, Captain, that this giddy girl has ſome- AC 
how contrived to fix her affections on a beggatly, ftrol- N 
ling, eve's-dropping Enſign, whom none of us have Ad 
ſeer, and nobody knows any thing of. gu 
Abſ. O, I have heard the ſilly affair before. — I'm M. 
not at all prejudiced againſt her on tt account. do yo 
Mrs Mal. Vou are very good, and very confiderate, A} 
Captain.— I am ſure I have done every thing in my " will 
power ſince I exploded the affair! long ago I laid my * dicul 
poſitive con junctions on her, never to think on the * ſeatu, 
fellow again ;—TI have ſince laid Sir Anthony's pre- te d 
poſition before her; — but, I am ſorry to ſay, ſhe ſeems Mr, 
reſolved to decline every particle that I enjoin her. what d 
Aiſ. It muſt be very diſtreſſing, indeed, ma'am. parts o 
Mrs Mal. Oh! it gives me the hydroftatics to ſuch prehe n. 

a degree; I thought ſhe had perſiſted from correſpond- cular te 
ing with him; but, behold, this very day, I have in- Af. 
terceded another letter from the fellow; I believe I Ne {ce- 
have it in my pocket. Mr; 
Alf. O the devil! my laſt note. [ Afide, Af. 
Mrs Mal. Aye, here it is. ' to the 


Alf. Aye, my note indeed! O the little traitreſs . 744 
S | _ [Afde. . a cher 
| Mrs Mal. There, perhaps, you may know- the writ- . . 
ang. [Gives bim the leiter. dic qui. 


Alt 
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Alf. I think I have ſeen the hand before — yes I 


certainly! muſt. have ſeen this hand before | 
Mrs Aal. Nay, but read it, Captain. | 
Alf. (Reads) ** + wat idel, my ador'd 14.1 


Very tender, indeed! 


Mrs Mal. Tender ! aye ws praphane too, 0 my 
conſcience ! 
Abſe. I am exc Moe ly 1 2 at the intelligence you 
fend me, the mere ſo as my new tival” —— 
Mrs Mal. That's you, Sir. | p 
Af. * Has univerſally the character of being an accom- 
bed gentleman, and a man of honour N— Well, that's 
handſome enough. 
Ars Mal. O, the fellow has ſome deſign in writing 
fo, 
AY. That be had, I'll anſwer for him, ma'am. 
Mrs Mal. But go on, Sir, you'll ſee preſently. 
Af. ** As for the old wv:ather-teaten ſbe. dragon ke 
© guards you?» Who can he mean by chat? 
Mrs Mal. Me, Sir, —<me—he means me eee 
do you think now Fut go on a little further 
A'f, Impudent feoundrel !—* 7t ball go hard but I 
will elude her vigilance, as J am told that the ſame re- 
* diculous vanity, which makes her dreſs up her toarſe 
* features, and deck her dull chat with hard words which 
* ſhe don't un lern 
Mrs Mal. "There, Sir, an attack upon my language ! py 
what do you think of that an aſperſion upon my 
parts of ſpeech ! was ever ſuch a brute! Sure if I re- 
prehend anything in this world, it is the uſe of my ora - 
cular tongue, and a nice derdagjecieds of epitaphs ! 7 
Alſ. He deſerves to be hang'd and quarter d! ** 
me ſce “ ſame ridliculous Vanity" —— 
Mrs Mal. You need not read it again, Sir, 
Ai. 1 beg pardon, Ma!am 3 det | alſo. lay her open 
* lo the grefſet deceptions from flattery and pretended ad. 
' miration” —an impudent coxcomb!—* /o that I have 
2 — heme to ſee you fhorily with the old harridan's con- 
Kat, and even to' mate her a go between in owr inter- 
vic. Was ever ſuch a f, rance ! 


— 


0 


Ars Mal. 
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Mr Mul. Did you ever hear any thing like it ?— 


he'll elude my vigilance, will he—yes, yes! ha ! ha! mal 
he's very likely to enter. theſe doors at try who - 
can plot beſt ! J 
Alſ. So we will, 1 we will. Ha! ! ha ! ha! Ah 
a conceited puppy, ha! ha ! ba !---—Wel}, but Mrs i. 
Malaprop, as the girl ſeems ſo infatuated by this fel. A 
low, ſuppoſe you were 'to wink at her correfponding mig} 
with him for a little time —let her even plot an .elope- with 
ment with him—then do you connive at her eſcape— dece 
while J, juſt in the nick, will have the fellow laid by he K 
the heels, and fairly contrive to earry her off in his ing a 
ſtead. 
Mr. Mal. I am delighted with the ſcheme, never I 
was any thing better perpetrated ! . f | 
 Abſ. But, pray, could not I ſee the lady for a few 5 
minutes now? or ſhould like to try her temper a little, . 
' Mrs Mal. Why, 1 don't know I doubt the is * ' 
not prepared for a viſit of this kind - There is. s f 
decorum i in theſe matters. 4 L 
ri, © Lord! m̃e won't mind _m—only tel her Oh 
Beverly i ih 
Mre Mal. Sir! , * 
Gently, good tongue. LA fal. 
2 Mat. What did you ſay of Beverly ? " 7 
Abſ. O, 1 was going to propoſe that 2 ſhould tell 3; | 
her, by way of jeſt, that it was Beverly who was be- BW 16 
low he'd come down felt enough then—ha; ba! ba! i 2 4; 
Mrs Mal. Twould be a trick ſhe well deſerves— . "it 
befides you knowthe fellow tells her he'll get my con- * 
ſent to fee her—ha !- ha — Let him if he can, I for Ie Y. 
again. — Lydia, come down here — [ Calling) He'll a 
make me a go-between in their interviews I — ha! ba! 1 ＋ 
ha! Come down, I fay, 1 1—1 don't wonder at | 2 
your laughing, ha! ha! ha! his in«.udence is er vx 
ridiculous. "al. 
A. "Tis ve rules upon my foul, Mean 
net“ A £ydia 
Mrs Mal. The little huſſey won't bear.— Well, Pl! = ho 
g9 and tell her at once who it is—ſhe ſhall know that 2 £ 


Captain 
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Captain Abſolute is come to wait on her.—-And- 10 


"Y make her behave as becomes a young woman. | 
ho Alf. As you pleaſe, Ma'am. | 

Mr: Mal. For the preſent, Captain, your ſervant 
ha! Ah! you've not done laughing yet, I ſee —elude my 
Ves vigilance! yes, yes, ha! ha! ba! [Exit. 
fel · A/. Ha! ha! ha! one would think now that 1 
ling might throw off all diſguiſe at once, and ſeize my prize 
my with ſecurity but ſuch is Lydia's caprice, that to un- 
deceive were probably to. loſe her. — I'll ſee whether 
| by dhe knows me. (Halls gfide and ſeems engaged in looks 
ig ing at the pidures. . 

Enter Ly DIA. E 

ever 


Lydia. What a ſcene am I now to go through! 
, ſurely nothing can be more dreadful than to be obliged, 
few to liſten to the loathſome addrefſes of a ſtranger to 
1ttie, one's heart.— have heard of girls perſecuted as I am, 


he 13 who have appealed in behalf of their favoured lover 
e is to the generolity of his rival; ſuppoſe I were to try 
+ tab ;t—there ſtands the hated rival—an officer too !—but. 


O how unlike my Beverly! I wonder he don't begin 

truly he is a very negligent wooer !—quite at his 

Wale, upon my word! I'll ſpeak firſt.— Mr Abſolute. 

Abſ. Ma'am. | [turns round. 

Lydia. O heav*ns ! Beverly! | 

Alſ. Huſh !—huſh, my life !—ſoftly ! be not ſur- 
prifed ! 

= Lydia. I am fo aſtoniſhed ! and ſo terrified.! and ſo 

verjoyed ! for heaven's ſake how came you here? 


Hſe 


1d tell 
'as be- 
a ! ha! 
rves— 


Zig th Ao. Briefly—I have deceived your aunt—I was 
, I {ny nformed that my new rival was to viſit here this even- 
1 ng, and contriving to bave kept him away, have paſ- 
a. ba! 


d myſelf on her for Captain Abſolute. 

Lydia. O, charming !- And ſhe really takes you 
or young Abſolute ?. 

Alſ. O, ſhe's convinced of it. 
Lydia, Ha! ha! ha! I can't forbear laughing to 
ink how her ſagacity is over-reached ! | 
Ai. But we trifle with our precious moments—ſuch 
other opportunity may not occur—then let me now 

| conjure 


ader at 
is truly 


la'am— 


rell, II 
o that 
Captal! 
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3 my kind, my condefcending angel, to fix the 
time when I may reſcue her from undeſerving perſe. . 
cution, and with a Told warmth plead for my re- 

ward. 

Lydia. Will you then, Beverly, conſent to forfeit K 
that portion of my paltry wealth? — that burden on the 
wings of love? 

Ab. O come to me rich only thus— in lovelineſs 
— Bring no portion to me but thy love—'twill be ge. 


nerous in you, Lydia—for well you know, it is the 2 
only dower your poor Beverly can repay. M 
Lydia. How perſuaſive are his words! how Ge 
ing will poverty be with him ! ſhi 
Abſ. Ah! my ſoul, what a life will we then live? 
Love ſhall be our idol and ſupport ! we will worſhip 
him with a monaſtic ſtrictneſs; abjuring all worldly tel 
toys, to center every thought and aQtion there.—Proyd bet 
of calamity, we will enjoy the wreck of wealth; while 1 
the ſurrounding gloom of adverſity ſhall make the | 
flame of our pure love ſhow doubly bright, —By Ly 
beav'ns! I would fling all goods of fortune from me you 
with a prodigal hand, to enjoy the ſcene where | * 
might claſp my Lydia to my boſom, and fay, the If 
world affords no ſmile to me—but here [ Embracing F 
her] If ſhe holds out now, the devil is in it! (. y 
Lydia. Now could [ fly with him to the Antipodes! be | 
but my perſecution is not yet come to a criſis, 4 
Enter Mes MALArzor liſtening. lady 
| Mrs; Mal. I am impatient to know how the little * 
huſſy 1 * herſelf. [ Aide F 
Abſ. So penſive, Lydia !—is then your warmti pati, 
abated ? | ſoon 
Mr Mal. Warmth abated !—fo!—ſhe has been it 4 
a paſſion, I ſuppoſe. M 
ydia. No, —nor ever can while J have life. tlem 
Mrs Mal. An ill-temper'd little devil !-—She'll be 2 
in a paſſion all her life —will-ſhe ? lov'g 
Lydia. Think not the idle threats of my ridiculou M 
aunt can ever have any weight with me. thro; 


Mrs Mal. Very dutiful upon my word! 
Lydia. Let her choice be Captain Abſolute, bu 
Beverly is mine, Mr: Vu, 
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Mr: Mal. I am aſtoniſhed at her aſſurance !—to his 
face—tbis is to his face ! 

Abſ. Thus then let me enforce my ſuit. [ Inceling. 

Mrs Mal. Aye—poor young man !—down on his 
knees entreating for pity !—I can contain no longer. 
— Why, thou vixen !—I have overheard you. | 

Alf. O confound her vigilance, [Afede. 

Mrs Mal. Captain Abſolute—TI know not how to 
apologize for her ſhocking rudeneſs. 

Alſ. So—alVs ſafe, I find.— [Hide] — have hopes, 
Madam, that time will bring the young lady 

Mrs Mal. O, there's nothingto be hopedfor from her; 
ſhe's as headſtrong as an allegory on the banks of Nile. 

Lydia. Nay, madam, what do you charge me with now? 

Mrs Mal. Why, thou unbluſhing rebel—didn* you 
tell this gentleman to his face, that you lov'd another 
better? didn't you ſay you never would be his ? 
Lydia. No, Madam—1I did not, 

Mrs Mal. Good heav*ns ! what aſſurance !—Lydia, 
Lydia, you ought to know that lying don't become a 
young woman !—Didn't you boaſt that Beverly—that 
7 Beverly, poſſeſſed your heart ?—Tell me that, 
I fay. | 

Lydia. Tis true, Ma'am, and none but Beverly— 

Mrs Mal. Hold ;—hold, aſſurance !—you ſhall not 
be fo rude. 

Alf. Nay, pray Mrs Malaprop, don't ſtop the young 
lady's ſpeech — ſhe's very welcome to talk thus—it 
does not hurt e in the leaſt, I aſſure you. 

Mrs Mal. You are too good, Captain—too amiably 
patient but come with mg, Miſs—let us fee you again 
ſoon, Captain—remember what we have fixed. 

Abſ. I ſhall, Ma'am, 

Mrs Mal. Come, take a graceful leave of the gen- 


tleman. 


Lydia. May every bleſſing wait on my Beverly, my 
lov'd Bev 


Mrs Mal. Huſſy! I'll choak the word in your 
throat !—come along come along. { Exeunt ſeverally. 


[Abſolute ki/ing his hand to Lydia— Mrs Mala» 
prop ſlepping her from ſpeaking, 
MG: SCENE 


D 1 
c 
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1 
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SCENE IV. Aczzs' Lodginge. 


Acres and Daviv. 
n Accs. as juft Dreſs d. 

Acres, Indeed, David—do you think I become it fo ? 

David. You are quite another creature, believe me, 
maſter, by the maſs! an' we've any luck, we ſhall ſee 
the Devon monkeyrony in all the print-ſhops in Bath ! 

Acres. Dreſs does make a difference, David. 

David. Tis all in all, I think—difference ! why, 
an' you were to go now to Clod- Hall, I am certain 
the old lady wouldn't know you : Mr Butler wouldn't 
believe his own eyes, and Mrs Pickle would cry, 
« Lard preſerve me!” our dairy-maid would come 

iggling to the door, and I warrant Dolly Teſter, your 
Sm favourite, would bluſh like my waiſtcoat— 
Oons! I'll hold a. gallon, there an't a dog in the 
houſe but would bark, and I queſlion whether Phillis 
would wag a hair of her tail ! | 

Acres. Aye, David, there's nothing like poliſhing. 

David. So I ſays of your honour's boots; but the 
boy never heeds me ! 

Acres. But, David, has Mr De la- Grace been here? 
I muſt rub up my balancing, and chaſing, and boring. 

David, I'll call again, Sir. 

Acres, Do—and ſee if there are any letters for 
me at the Poſt- Office. 

David. I will. —By the maſs, I can't help looking 
at your head !—if I hadn't, been by at the cooking, I 
wich I may die if 1 ſhould have known the diſh again 
mylelt! . +; 1, 0 hn 
[Acres comes forward, pradtiſing a dancing Hep. 
Acres. Sink, flide—coupee—-Confound che firſt in- 


ventors of Cotillons! ſay [--they are as bad as algebra 


to us country gentlemen—I can walk a minuet eaſy 


enough when I am forced !—and I have been account- 


ed a good flick in a country-dapce. Odds jiggs and 
tabers !/—I never velued your croſs-over to couple 
figure in right and left—and I'd foot it with either 
a Captain in the country !—but theſe outlandiſh 

| heathen 
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leatbhen Allemandes and Cotillons are quite beyond 
me I ſhall never proſper at 'em, that's ſure mine 
are true-born Engliſh legs they don't underſtand 
their curſt French lirgo their Pas this, and Pas that, 
and Pas t'other [damn me! my feet don't like to 


lo ? be called Paws! ro, "tis certain I have moſt Antigal- 

me, lican toes! 0 

ſee Enter SERVANT. - 

th ! Serv. Here is Sir Lucius O'Trigger to wait on you, Sir. 

Acres, Shew him in. 

by, Enter Six Lucius. 

dn't Sir Luc. Mr Acres, I am delighted to embrace you. 

cry, Acres, My dear Sir Lucius, I kiſs your bands. 

—_ Sir Luc. Pray, my friend, what has brought you fo 

your ſaddenly to Bath? 

. Acres. Faith! I bave followed Cupid's Jaek-a-Lan- 
the tern, and find myſelf in a quagmite at laſt.— In ſhort, 


Lillis have been very-ill-vſed, Sir Lucius.— ] don't chuſe 
| to mentian names, but look on me as on a very ill. 


og. uled gentleman. 

- he Sir Luc. Pray what is the caſe ?—I aſk no names. 
Acres, Mark me, Sir Lucius, I fell as deep as need 

og le in love with a young lady her friends take my 

ing. fart I follow her to Bath fend word of my arrival ; 


and receive anſwer, that the lady is to be otherwiſe 
diſpoſed of. This, Sir Lucius, I call being ill. uſed, 


s for 7 AN 
Sir Luc, Very ill, upon my conſcience.— Pray, can 


oking you divine the cauſe of it-? 

ag. 1 Acres. Why, there's the matter; ſhe has another 
again Jover, one Beverly, who, Jam told, is now in Bath — 
| Exit Odds flanders-and lies! he muſt be at the bottom of it. 
7 fef K Jus. A rival in the caſe, is there? —and you 
t in ink he has ſupplanted you unfairly. ; 
lgebra Acres, Unfairly ! to be ſure he lias.— Ie never 
t eaſy »uld have done it fairly. 

ante Sir Luc. Then ſure you know what is to be done! 
ga and Acres, Not I, upon my ſoul. 

ople— Re 2 We wear no ſwords here, but you under- 
yo Acres, What! fight him! a 

eathen M 2 Sir Lux. 
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Sir Luc. Aye, to be ſure z what can I mean elſe ? 
Acres. But he has given me no provocation. 

Sir Luc. Now, I think he has given you the greateſt 
provocation in the world. Can a man commit a more 
heinous offence againſt another than to fall in love 
with the ſame woman? O, by ſoul, it is the moſt un- 
pardonable breach of friendſhip. 

Acres. Breach of friendſhip ! aye, aye ; but I have 
no acquaintance with this man.— I never ſaw him in 


. my life. 


Sir Luc. That's no argument at all—he has the leſs 
right then to take ſuch a liberty. 4 

Acres. Gad that's true—T grow full of anger, Sir 
Lucius !—I fire apace ! Odds hilts and blades ! I find 
a man may have a deal of valour in him, and not know 
it ! But couldn't I contrive to have a little right of 
my fide ? 

Sir Luc. What the devil ſignifies right, when your 
bonour is concerned? Do you think, Achilles or my 
little Alexander the Great ever inquired where the right 
lay? No, by my ſoul, they drew their broad-ſwords, and 
left the lazy ſons of peace to ſettle the juſtice of it. 

Acres. Your words are as a grenadier's march to my 
heart! I believe courage muſt be catching !--I cer- 
tainly do feel a kind of valour riſing as it were 
a kind of courage, as I may ſay—— Odds flints and 
triggers ! I'll challenge him directly. 

Sir Luc, Ah! my little friend ! if I had Blunder- 
Buſs. Hall here I could ſhew you a range of anceſtry, 
in the O'Trigger line, that would furniſh the new 
room; every one of whom have killed his man !— 
For though the manſion-houſe and dirty acres have 
flipt through my fingers, I thank heav'n our honour 
and the family pictures are as freſh as ever, 

Acres, O, Sir Lucius! I have had anceſtors too !— 
every man of em colonel or captain in the mihitia !— 


Odds balls and barrels ! ſay no more—I'm brac'd for 


The thunder of your words has ſoured the milk 
2— s | 3 


it. 
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di Luc. Come, come, there muſt be no paſſion at 
all ir” the caſe—theſe. things ſhould always be done 
civill 

Bite, I muſt be in a paſſion, Sir Lucius. muſt 
be in a rage — Dear Sir Lucius, let me be in a rage, 
if you love me Come, here's pe and paper.— 
(Sits down to write.) = would the ink were red! 
Indite, I ſay indite !—How ſhall I begin? Odes bul- 
lets and blades! I'll write a good bold hand, however. 

Sir Luc. Pray compoſe yourſelf, 

Acres. Come—now, ſhall I begin with an oath! Do, 


F Sir Lucius, let me begin with a damme. 


Sir Luc. Pho! Pho! do the thing decently, and 
Begin now—#* Sir” —— 

Acres. That's too civil by half. 

Sir Luc. To prevent the confuſion that might ariſe” 

Acres, Well 

Sir Lues“ Frem eur both addreſſing the ſame lady.“ 

A ret. Aye there's the realon—* 'ſame lady“ 
Well — 

Sir Luc.“ I ball eted the honour of your company” — 

Acres. Z—— ds! Im not aſking him to dinner. 

Sir Luc. Pray be eaſy. 

Acres. Well then, © honour of your company.” 

Sir Tuc. ““ To ſeltie our pretenſians" 

Acres, Well.— 

Sir Luc. Let me ſee, aye, King's Mead-fields will 
« in King's Mead fields.” 

res." So that's done.—— Well, I'll fold it up pre- 
8 my own creſt—a hand and dagger ſhall be the 
ea 

Sir Luc. You ſee now this little explanation will 
put a ſtop at once to all confuſion or miſunderſtanding 
that might ariſe hetween you, 

Acres. Aye, we fight to prevent any miſunderſtand- 
ing. 

vir Luc. Now, I'll leave you to fix your own time. 
"i ake my advice, and you'll decide it this evening 

it you can; then let the worſt come of it, twill be of 
your mind to-morrow, 

Acres. Very true, 


do 
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Sir Luc. So I ſhall ſee nothing more of you unleſs 
it be by letter, till the evening. I would do my- 
ſelf the honour to carry your meſſage ; but, to tell you 
a ſecret, I believe I ſhall have juſt ſuch another affair 
on my hands. There js a gay captain here, who put 
a jeſt on me lately, at the expence of my country, and 
I only want to fall in with the gentleman, to call 
him out. 

Acres, By my valour, I ſhould like to ſee you fight 
firſt ! Odds life! I ſhould like to ſee you kill him, if 
it was only to get a little leſſon. 

Sir Luc. I ſhall be very proud of inſtructing you.— 
Well for the preſent but remember now, when 
you . meet your antagoniſt, do every thing in a mild 
and agreeable manner.——Let your courage be as 
keen, but at the fame time as poliſhed as your ſword. 

[E xeunt ſeverally, 


ACT. IV. 


SCENE I. Acnxzs's Lodging. 
Ackks and Davip. - 


David. HEN, by the Maſs, Sir! I would do no 
ſuch thing—ne'er a Sir Lucius O' I'rig- 
ger in the kingdom ſhould make me fight, when 1 
wa'n't ſo minded. Oons ! what will the old lady fay, 
when ſhe hears o't |! | | 

Acres. Ah! David, if you had heard Sir Lucius 
Odds ſparks and flames he would have rous'd your 
valour. 

David. Not he, indeed. I hates ſuch blood-thirſſy 
cormorants. Look'ye, maſter, if you'd wanted a bout 
at boxing, quarter-ſiaff, or mort-ſtaff, I ſhould never 
be the man to bid you cry off: But for your curſt 
ſharps and ſnaps, I never knew any good come of 'em. 

Acres, But my honour, David, my honour ! I mult 
be very carefull of my honour. 

David. Aye, by the maſs! and I would be very 
carefull of it; and I think in return my honour could'nt 
do leſs than be very carefull of me, 
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Acres. Odds blades! David, no gentleman will ever 
riſk the loſs of his honour ! 

David. I ſay then it would be but civil in honour 
never to riſk the loſe of a gentleman. Look'ee, maſter, 
this honour ſeems to me to be a marvellous falſe friend: 
aye, truly, a very courtiec-like ſeryant,—Put the caſe, 
] was gentleman (which, thank God, no one can ſay 
of me;) well—my honour makes me quarrel with a- 
nother gentleman of my acquaintance, —So—we fight. 
(Pleaſant enough that) Poh —I kill him (the more's 
my luck.) Now, pray who gets the profit of it ?— 
Why, my honour —But put the caſe that he kills me! 
by the maſs! I go to the worms, and my honour 
whips over to my enemy. 

Acres. No, David—in that cafe Odds crowns and 
laurels! your honour follows you to the grave, 

David, Now, that's juſt the place where 1 could 
make a ſhift to do without it. 

Acres, Z — ds! David yon are a coward It 
doesn't become my valour to liſten to you. — What! 
ſhall I diſgrace my anceſtors ? Think of that, David 
think what it would be to Gifgrace my anceſtors ! 

David. Under favour, the ſureſt way of not diſ- 
gracing them is to keep as long as you can out of their 
company. Look'ce now, maſter, to go to them in 
ſuch haſte—with an ounce of lead in your brains—T 
ſhould think might as well be let alone. Our anceſ- 
tors are very good kind of folks; but they are the 
laſt people I ſhould chuſe to have a viſiting acquain- 
tance with. 

Acres, But, David, now, you don't think there 1s 
ſuch very, very, very great danger, hey ?--Oddy' life! 
people often fight without any miſchief done! 

David. By the maſs, I think 'tis ten to one againſt 
you |! Oons ! here to meet ſome lion-headed fellow, 
I warrant, with his d--n'd double- barrell'd ſwords, 
and cut-and-thruſt piſtols! Lord bleſs us! it makes me 
tremble to think o't Thoſe be ſuch deſperate bloody. 


— 


minded weapons! Well, I never could abide em 
from a child I never could fancy em l ſuppoſe there 
| a'n't 


* 


— 
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n*n't been ſo meccileſs a beaſt in the world as your 
loaded piſtol !* "5 4 | 

Acres. 7 ds! I won be afraid Odds fire and 
fury! you ſhan't make me afraid Here is the chal- 
lenge, and I have ſent for my dear friend Jack Abſo- 
late to carry it for me. 

Duvil. Ave. ihe name of miſchief, let him be the 
meſſenger. For my part, I wouldn't lend a hand to 


it for the beſt horſe in vour fable. By the maſs! it 


don't look like another letter —It is, as I may fay, a a 


deſigning and malicious-looking letter! —and I warrant 
ſmells of gunpowder Ike a ſoldier's pouch !-—Oons ! 
wouldn't ſwear it mayn't go off! 

Acres, Out, you poltroon !—you ha"'n't the valour 
cla grals-hopper. | 


David. Well, .I ſay no more—'twill be fad news, ta. 


te ſure, at Clod Hall! —but I ha? done. —- How Phyllis 
will howl. when ſhe hears of it 1—Aye, poor bitch, ſhe 
little thinks what ſhooting her malter's going after !— 
And 1 warrant old Crop, who bas carried your honaur, 
field and road, theſe ten years, will curſe ihe hour he 
was born. ( Whimpering.) 

Acres, It won't do, David—I am determined to 


fight—lſo get along, you coward, while I'm in the mind. 


Enter SR VAN T. 

Ser. Captain Abſolute, Sir. 

Acres, O! ſhew him up. 

David. Well, Heaven ſend we be all alive this time 
t0-MOorrow. -- | 

Acret. What's that !—Dow't provoke me, David! 

David. Good bye, Maſter. . (Whimpering.) 

Acres. Get along, you cowardly, daſtardly croaking 
Taven, [Exit David. 

Enter ArSOLUTE®, | 


Abſ. What's the matter, Bob? 


Acres. A vile, ſheep-bearted blockhead If I hadn't / 


the valour of St George and the dragon te boot — 
Abſ. But what do you want with'me, Bob? 
Acres. O.!-There— - (Gives him the * 
Ai. 


Exit Servant. 
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ABſ. ** To Enſign Beverley.“ So—what's going on 


now! [Afege. 
Well, what's this ? 

Acres, A challenge 

Al. Indeed !— Why, you won't fight VO will 
you, Bob: ? 

Acres, Egad but I will, Jack. —Sir Lucius his 
wrought me to it. He has left me full of rage—and 
I'll fight this evening, that ſo much gol paſſion may n't 
be waſted. 

Abſ. But what have I to do with this? 

Acres, Why, as I think you know ſomething of this 
fellow, I want you to find him out for me, and give 
him this mortal defiance, » 

Abſ. Well, + give it to me, and truſt me he gets it. 

Acres, Thank you, my dear friend, my dear Jack 
but it is giving you a great deal of trouble, 

As. Not in the leaſt—I beg you won't mention it, 
No trouble in the world, I aſſure you. 

Acres. You are very kind. What it is to have a 
friend Vou couldn't be my ſecond—could you, 
Jack ? 

Alf. Why no, Bob—not in this affair—it would 
not be quite ſo proper. 

Acres, Well, then, I muſt get my friend Sir Lucius. 
I ſhall have your good wiſhes, however, Jack, 

As. Whenever * meets you, believe me. 


er SERVANT. , 


Ser. Sir FLEE Abſalute i is below, inquiring for - 
the Captain. N 

Abſ. I'll come inſtantly.— Well, my little hero, 
ſucceſs attend you. ( Goin 

Acres. Stay —ſtay, Jack. If Beverly wobl all 
you what kind of a man. your friend Acres is, do tell 
him I am a devil of a fellow—will you, Jack? 

A. To be ſure I ſhall... I'll fay you are a deter- 
mined dog—hey, Bob! 

Acres. Aye, do. do—and if that frightens him, 'egad, 
perhaps he mayn't cqme. So tell him I generally kill 
a man a-week ; will you, Jack ? 

A1 


ras THE RIVALS, 


AI. I win, I will; Ill fay- you. are called in the 
country Fighting Bib. w 

Acres, Right, right—'tis all to prevent miſchief ; 
for I don't want to take his life if J clear my honour. 

Alf. : No-!—that's very kind of you. 

Acres. Why, you don't wiſh me to lin 1 do 


you, Jack? 
Al. No, upon my ſoul, I do not. * 5 a devil of 
a fellow, hey? (Going. 


Acres. True, true but ſtay—ſlay, Jack — you may 
add, that you never ſaw me in ſuch. a rage before —a 
1 moſt devouring rage 
. Abſ. I will, I will. | 
— Acret. Remember, LIE determined dog ! 
Af. Aye, aye, Fighting Bob.” 

| [Exeunt ſeverally. 


SCENE II. Mas Maräaraor's Lodginge. 


Mas MALlAPROr and LyDia. 


Mrs. Mal. Why, thou perverſe one !—tell me what 
you can object to him ?—Isn't he a handſome man? 
tell me | that. —A - genteel man?, a pretty hgure of 
a man? 

Lydia. She little thinks whom ſhe is praiſing ! (Aud. ) 
— 80 is Bev os ma'am. 

Mrs Mal. No capariſons, Miſs, if you pleaſe, — 
Capariſons don't become a young woman.—No ! Cap- 
tzin Abſolute is indeed a fine gentleman ! 

Lydia. Aye, the Captain Abſolute you. have ben 


5 Mrs Mu). Then he 's ſo-well bred ; — / full of alecrity 
; and advlation ! and has fo much to "fox for himſelf : 
in ſuch good language too! His plzyfiogpomy ſo gram- 
matical!— Ihen his preſence ſo noble I proteſt, "when 
1 I faw him, I thought of what Hamlet fays in the 
. play: —< Heſperian curis—the front of Fob himſelf! 
; an eye, like March, to threaten at command! 
„a Station, like Harry Mercycy, new —“ Something 
J | about 
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about kiſſing—on a hill—howerer, the fimilitude firuck 


me directly. 7 
Lydia. How eoraged ſhe'l be preſently when ſhe 
diſcovers her miſtake ! Aae. 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. Sir Anthony and Captain Abſolute are Lbs, 
Ma'am. 

Mrs Mal. Shew them up here, T Exit Servant. 
Now, Lydia, I inſiſt on your behaving as becomes a 
young woman.,—Shew your good breeding, at leaſt, 
though you have forgot your duty, 

Lydia. Madam, I have told you my reſolution !—I 
ſhall not only give him no encouragement, but I won't 
even ſpeak to, or look at him. 


[Flings herſelf into a chair, with her face from 
the door. 


Ester Six ANTHONY and AgSOLUTE. 


Sir Auth, Here we are, Mrs Malsprop; come to 
mitigate the frowns of unrelenting beauty,—and dif- 
ficulty enough I had to bring this fellow, —l don't 
know what's the matter; but if I had net held him by 
force, he'd have given me the flip. 

Mrs Mal. You have infinite trouble, Sir Anthony, 
in the affair.—1I am aſhamed for the cauſe ! Lydia, Ly- 
die, riſe I beſeech you !-—pay your reſpeds ! 

[ Afide to her, 

Sir Anth. IJ hope, Madam, that Miſs Languilh has 
reflected on the worth of this gentleman, and the re- 
ard due to her aunt's choice, and ½ alliance —Now, 
Jack, ſpeak to her. [ Afide to him. 

Alf. What the d—1 ſhall I do! [ Aſide.— Vou lee, 
Sir, the won't even look at me, whilit you are here. 
I knew ſhe wouldnt I told you ſo. Let me intreet 
you, Sir, to leave us together! | 

(Abſolute ſeems 10 expoflulate with bis father, 

Lydia. ( Afide) ,1 wonder I ha'n't heard my aun 
exclaim yet | ſure ſhe can't have look'd at him — 
perhaps their regimentals are elke, and the is ſome - 
thing blind. 

95 Anth. I ſay, Sir, I won't ſlir a foot yet. 
Mrs Wt 


* 
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Mrs Mal. I am ſorry to ſay, Sir Anthony, that my 


influence over my niece is very ſmall.— Turn round, 
Lydia, I bluſh for you! [Afode to her, 
Sir Anth. May I not flatter myſelf, that Miſs Lan- 
guiſh will aſſign what cauſe for diſlike ſhe can have to 
my ſon !—Why don't you begin, Jack ?—Speak, you 
puppy,—ſpeak ! (Aide to him, 
Mrs Mal. It is impoſſible, Sir Anthony, ſhe can 
have any.— She will not ſay ſhe has. Anſwer, 
huſſy! Why don't you anſwer? (Aſide to ber. Be 
Sir Anth. Then, Madam, I truft that a childiſh and . 
haſty predilection will be no bar to Jack's happineſs, 
2. ds! firrah ! why don't you ſpeak? 8 
f 1 5 | (Hide to hin. 2 

Lydia. (Aſide) I think my lover feems as little in- 


clined to converſation as myſelf, — How ſtrangely Bl | 
blind my aunt muſt be | * 
Abſ. Hem! bem ! Madam— hem! (Abſolute a/tempt: W Pr 
to ſbeal, then turns to Sir Anthony) — Faith, Sir, I am uy 
fo confounded !—and ſo—ſfo—confuſed l told you! M 
ſhould be ſo, Sir, —I knew it.—The—the tremor of Eh 4 
my paſſion entirely takes away my preſence of mind. 3 
Sir Anth. But it don't take away your voice, fool, 7 p 
does it ?—Go up, and ſpeak to her directly! 3 
1 [ Abſolute makes figns to Mrs Malaprop 977 
to leave them together, ö "2s 
Mrs Mal. Sir Anthony, ſhall we leave them to- / An. 
gether ?—Ah you ſtubborn little vixen ! [ Afide to her 90 vg: a 
Sir Anth. Not yet, Ma'am, not yet !—what the d Abfol 7 
are you at! unlock your jaws, firrah, or 2 fl! be 
| | [ Afede to him, * 
(Assoru r draws near LVYDIA.) — 
Ab. Now heav'n ſend ſhe may be too ſullen to look 85 , 
round I muſt diſguiſe my voice. ( Afide.) Tall 
g ( Speaks in a low hoarſe tons, aral 
— Will not Miſs Laoguiſh lend an ear to the mild ac 22 
cents of true love? — Will not 150 15 
Sir Auth. What the d—1 ails the fellow? Why 955 4 
don't you ſpeak out not ſtand croaking like a frog Ache 
in a quinſey ! 8 , 


40. 
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Al. The the —exceſs of my awe, and my my 


7 my modeſty, quite choak me ! _ | 
d, Sir Anth. Ah! your modeſty again — 'I tell you 
er, 


what, Jack ; if you don't ſpeak out directly, and glibly 
73 too, I ſhall be in ſuch a rage !—Mrs Malaprop, I with 
the lady would favour us with fomething more than 
a ſide - front. 
(Mrs Malaprop fem to chide Lydia. 
4%. So!—all will out, T fee! 
- Goes uh to Lydia, ſpeaks Sf. 
Be not ſurpriſed, my Lydia, ſuppreſs all ſurpriſe at 
eſent. 
. [ Afede.) Heav'ns! "tis Bevetly's voice 
Sure he can't have impoſed on Sir Anthony too! 
Looks round by degrees, then flarts up. 
Ie this poſſible !—my Beverly !—how can this be:? 
—my Beverly ? oF 
AI. Ah ! 'tis all over. (Alb. 
Sir Aath. Beverly !—the devil—Beverly !— What 
can the girl mean ? — This 2 ſon, Jack Abſolute. 
Mrs Mal. For ſhame, hufly ! for ſhame !—your 
head runs fo on that fellow, that you have him always 
in your eyes — beg Captain Abſolute's pardon, directly. 
Lydia. I ſee no Captain Abſolute, but my lov d 
Beverly ! | 
Sir Anth. Z- ds! the girl's mad !—her brain's turn'd 
by reading! 


oh d 1, O my _confeience, T believe {0 !—what | 
4 1 do you mean by Beverly, huſſy?:— Vou ſaw Captain 
de a A be ſore to-day ; there he is, your huſband that 
22 all be, 
to him. Lydia. With all my ſou}, ma'am—when I refuſe my 
De verly 
to look / 


; \ _ O! ſhe's as mad as Bedlam !—or has this 
ellow been playing us 'a rogue's trick! Come here 
rſe ton. lirrah, who — are on Ml : 
Abf. Faith, Sir, I am not quite clear wyſelf ; but 

IM endeavour to recollect. | 
Sir Anth. Are you my ſon or not ?—anſwer for your 
mother, you dog, if you won't for me- 


Mrs Mal, 


„ 
Mrs Mal. Aye, Sir, who ate you? O mercy ! I 


begin to ſuſpeQ !—— | 
Abſ. Ye powers of Impudence, befriend me! (aide) 
Sir Anthony, moſt aſſuredly I am your wife's ſon ; 
and that I ſincerely believe myſelf to be your*s alſo, I 
hope wy duty has always ſhewn.— Mrs Malaprop, I 
am your moſt reſpectful admirer—and ſhall be proud to 
add affetionate nephew. — I need not tell my Lydia, 
that ſhe ſees her faithful Beverly, who, knowing the ſin- 
gular generoſity of her temper, aſſum'd that name, and 
a ſtation, which has proved a teſt of the moſt diſinte- 
reſted love, which he now hopes to enjoy in a more 

Elevated character. | 

Lydia. So,—there will be no elopement. after all? 
; [ Sullenty.) 

Sir Anth. Upon my ſoul, Jack, thou art a very im- 
pudent follow ! to do you juſtice, I think I never faw 
a piece of more conſummate aflurance ! 

Abſ. O, you flatter me, Sir,—you compliment—'tis 
my modeſiy you know, Sir—my mcde/ly that has ſtood 
in my way. | 
Sir Anth, Well, I am glad you are not the dull, in- 
ſenſible varlet you pretended to be, however !—I'm 
glad you have made a fool of your father, you dog—l 
am So this was your penitence, your duty, and obe- 
dience I thought it, was d—n'd ſudden ( You never 
heard their names before, not you !—IWWhat, the Lax- J 

" GUISHES of Worceſterſhire, hey ?—if you could pleaſe 
me in the affair, tat all you deſired /—Ah! you dil- "ROO 
ſembling villain !— What! (pointing to Lydia) ſte fquints, _ 
dont be ?P—a little red haired girl hey i you 
hypocritical young raſcal—1, wonder you a'n't aſham- 
ed to hold up your head! Rex. 

A. Tis with difliculty, Sir—I am confus'd—very © 


much confus'd, as you may perceive, | A, 
Mr. Mal. O lud! Sir Anthony !—a new light * 
breaks in upon me !—hey !—how ! what ! Captain, did "= 
you write the letters then? — What I—am I to thank . 
you for the elegant compilation of © an od qveather- x $, 


beaten ſhe-dragon”—bey ?—O mercy !—was.it you that Aj 
reflected on my parts of ſpeech ? A 


Iatreat 
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AIf. Dear Sir, my modeſty will be overpower'd at 
lat, if you don't aſſiſt me. —I ſhall certainly not be able 
to ſtand it. 2 

Sir Anth, Come, come, Mrs Malaprop, we muſt for- 
get and forgive ;—odd's life! matters bave taken fo 
clever a turn all of a ſudden, that I could find in my 
heart to be ſo good humour'd ! and fo gallant !—hey ! 

Mrs Malaprop ? 

Mr. Mal. Well, Sir Anthony, fince you defire it, 
we will not anticipate the paſt ;z—-fa mind, young peo- 
ple—our retroſpection will now be all to the future. 

Sir Anth, Come, we mult leave them together; Mrs 
Malaprop, they long to fly into each other's arms, I 
warrant !-—Jack—is'n't the cheek- as I ſaid, —hey ? 
Come, Mrs Malaprop, we'll not diſturb their tenderneſs 
- their's is the time of life for happineſs . Youth's 
the ſeaſon made for joy” —(ſings)—hey !—Odd's life! 
Im in ſuch ſpirits, —I don't know what T could not 
do !— Permit me, Ma'am—{ gives his hand to Mrs Ma- 
laprop.] (fings) Tol-de-rol—'gad I ſhould like to have 
a little fooling myſelf —Tol-de-rol 1 de-rol ! ¶ Exit fing- 
ing, and handing Mrs Malaprop.] : 

(Lydia fits ſullenly in her chair. 

A. So much thought bodes no good (afide)—So + 
grave, Lydia ? | f 

Lydia. Sir? | 

Alf. So !—egad ! I thought as much !—that d—n'4 
monoſyllable has froze me! (afide) What, Lydia, 
now that we are happy in our friends conſent, as in our 
mutual vows d | : 

Lytia. Friends conſent, indeed ! (peeviſbly.) 

Alf. Come, come, we muſt lay afidefome of our ro- 
mance—a little vealth and comfort may be endured af- . 


ter all, And for your fortune, the lawyers ſhall make 
ſuch ſettlements as 


Lydia, Lawyers ! I hate lawyers ! 
Al}. Nay, then, we will not wait for their lingering 
forms, but inſtantly procure the licence, and 
Lydia. The licence I hate licence! 
As. O, my love! be not fo unkind !—thus let me 
iatreat one - ( Kneeling, 
N 2 Lydia. 
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ſtill che fame, is ſuch—that I cannat find in my heart 


= 


Lydia. Plha !—what Ggnifies. kneeling, when you 


of 
know I muft have you, ki 
A. ( Rifing) Nay, Madam, there ſhall be no re- Kc 
ſtraint upon your inclinations, I promiſe you.—If I ha 
have loft your heart, — I refign the reſt.—'Gad I myſt ge 
try what a little ſpirit will do. ( Aſide, do 
Lydia. [Riſing] Then, Sir, let me tell you, the in- | 
tereſt you had there was acquired by a mean, unman- 
n and deſerves the puniſhment of fraud. 
hat, you have been treating me like a child I—hu- 
mouring my romance! and laughing, I ſuppoſe, at your kan 
ſucceſs ! G F 
725 You wrong me, Lydia, you wrong me — on- LT 
Jy hear 
_ Lydia. So while I fondly imagined we were deceiv- wy 
ing my. relations, and flatter'd myſelf that I. ſhould out- 9; 
wit and incenſe them all—behold my hopes are to. be 7 7 
.cruſh'd at once, by my aunt's conſent and approbation 5 
—am I myſelf the only dupe at laſt! [Walking about in » 
4 heat.) — But here, Sir, oft is the piture—Bever- part 
tey's picture! (taliag a miniature Laux her boſom) which 7. 
I have worn, night and day, in ſpite of threats and en- 5: 
treaties — There, Sir, (flings it to him) and be aſſured Jack 
I throw the. original from my heart as eaſily, * ; 
ALF.” Nay, nay, Ma'am, we will not differ as to that K 
Here, (ling owt a picture) here is Miſs Lydia Lan- 8 
guiſh.— Wuat a difference !—aye, there is the heav'nly a 
aſſenting ſmile, that firſt gave ſoul and ſpirits to my WF.” 
hopes !—thoſe are the lips which ſeal'd a vow, as yet * 
ſesrce dry in Cupid's calendar !—and there the half. think | 


reſentful bluſh, that would have check'd the ardour of WW. : 


my thanks — Well, all that's paſt !—all over indeed! 
There, Madim—in beau ty, that is not equal to you, 
but in my mind it's merit over the original, in being 


to part with it. [ Puts. it up again. 
Didi ( Softening) Tis your own doing, Sir—I, I, | 
ſuppoſe you are perfectly latisfied. 
iſ. O, moſt certainly—ſure, now, this is much 
better than being in love !—ha! ha! hal—there's 
ſome ſpirit in this What ſignifies breaking ſome [cors 


of 
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of ſolemn promiſes :—all that's of no conſequence 'you 
know. — To be ſure people will ſay, that Miſs didn't 
know her own mind—but never mind that :—or, per- 
haps, they may be ill-natured enough to hint, that the 
gentleman grew tired of the lady and forſook her- but 
don't let that fret you. | 

Lydia. There's no bearing his inſolence. 


| [ Burfls into tears, 
Enter Mas Matarrzoe and Six ANTHONY. 


Mrs Mal. ( Entering ) Come, we mult interrupt your” 
billing and cooing a while. (nin ba 
Lydia. This is worſe than your treachery and de- 
ceit, you baſe ingrate, | [ Sobbing. 
' Sir Anth. What the devib's the matter now 
Z—ds! Mrs Malaprop, this is the oddeft billing and 
cooing Jever heard !—but what the deuce is the mean» 
ing of it? — I'm quite aſtoniſh'd ! 
Alf. Aſk the lady, Sir. | 
Mrs Mal. O, mercy !—I'm quite analys'd for my 
part !—-why, Lydia, what is the reaſon of this? 
Lydia. Aſk the gentleman, Ma'am. 
Sir Auth. Z—ds! I ſhall be in a phrenzy!— Why 
Jack, you are not come out to be any one elſe, are you? 
Mrs Mal. Aye, Sir, there's no more trick, is thete? 
—you are not like Cerberus, Ghree gentlemen at once, 
are you. r ö 
A. You'll not let me ſpeak—I ſay the lady can 
account for this much better than I can. | 
Lydia. Ma'am, you once commanded me never to 
think of Beverly again—there is the man— I now obey 
you :—for, from this moment, I renounce him for 
ever, | * [Exit Lydia. 
Mrs Mal. O mercy ! and miracles! what a turn 
here is—why ſure, Captain you haven't behaved diſte- 
pectfully to my niece, | 5 
Sir Anth, Ha! ha! ha!—ha! ha! ha — now I ſee 
i—Ha! ha! ha!—now I ſee it—you have been too 
ively. Jack. | | 
4% Nay, Sir, upon my word 4 | 
Sir Anth, Come, no lying, Jack — I'm ſure *fwwas ſo. 
| N 3; | Me Mal. 
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. Mrs Mil. O. Lud; Sir Antbony O fie, Captain 

Abſ. Upon my foul, Ma'am—— © 

Sir Anth. Come, no excuſes, Jack ;j—why, your fa- 
ther, you rogue. was ſo before you: the blood of the 
Abſolutes was always impatient, — Hal ha! ha I. poor 
Intle Lydia !—why, you've frighten'd her, you dog, 
you have. 

Ab}. By all that's good; Sir. 

Sir Anth, Z- ds! fay no more, I tell you-—Mrs. 
Malaprop ſhall make your peace.—You muſt make his 
peace, Mrs Maleprop :—you muſt tell her tis Jack's. 
way—tell-her *tis all our ways—it runs in the blood of 


our family'!—Come, away, Jack, ha! ha! ba! Mrs 
Malaprop—a young villain ! [ Puſhes him out. 


Mrs Mal. O Sir Anthony !—O fie, Captain! 


SCENE IV. The North” Parade. 


Enter Six Lucius O'Taiccta. 


Sir Luc. I wonder where this Captain Abſolate: 
hides himſelf. Upon my conſcience !—theſe- officers 
are always-in one's way in love affairs: I remember 
I might have married Lady Dorothy Carmine, if it 
had not been for a little rogue of a+ Mejor; who ran 
away with her before ſhe could get a-fight- of me 
And I wonder too what it is the ladies can fee in them 
to be ſo fond of them.—unleſs it be a touch of the old 
ſerpent in 'em, that makes the little creatures be 
caught, like vipers, with a bit of red cloth... Hah !-- 
isn't this the Captain coming —faith it - is There is 
à probability of ſucceeding about that fellow, that is 
mighty provoking! Who the devil is he talking to? 


Zater AunsSOLUTE.. 

A To what fine purpoſe. I: have been plotting 

a noble reward for all my ſchemes, upon my foul !— 
alittle gypſey !—I did nat think her romance could 
have made ber ſo d—n'd abſurd either. Sdeath, I ne- 
ver was in a worſe humour in my life !—I could cyt 
% mJ 
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my own throat, or any other perſon's, with the great- 
eſt pleaſure in the world. 1 l 

Sir Luc. O, faith! Pax in the luck of it. — I never: 
could have found him in a ſweeter temper for my pur- 
poſe—to be ſure I'm juſt ec me in the nick; now ts 
enter into converſation with him, and ſa quarrel gen- 
teelly.. (Sir Lucius goes up te Abſolute. . 
With regard to that matter, Captain, I'mult beg 
leave to differ in opinion with you. | 

Alſ. Upon my word, then, you muſt be a very ſub- 
tle· diſputant : becauſe, Sir, I happea'd juſt now to be 
giving no opinion at all. 

Sir Luc, That's no reaſon— For give me leave to 
tell you, a man may Mia. an untruth as well as ſpeals. 
one. . | | 

Alf. Very-trve. Sir; but if a man never utters his 
thoughts, I ſhould think they might Rand. a chance of: 
eſcaping controverſy. 

Sir Luc. Then, Sir, you differ in opinion with me, 
which amounts to the ſame-thing, 

% Hark'ee, Sir Eucivs,—if I bad not before- 
known you to be a gentleman, upon my ſoul, I ſhould: 
not have-diſcovered it at this interview::—for what you 
drive at, unleſs you mean to quarrel with. me, I 
cannot conceive. | 

Sir Luc, T'humbly thank you, Sir, for the quickneſs: 
of 'your apprehenfion.  [Bowing.. 
—Yow have nam'd the very thing I would be at. 

Ab. Very well, Sir—T' ſhall certainly not baulk 
your inclinations :»——but I ſhould be glad you would 
pleaſe to-explain your motives. 

Sir Luc. Pray, Sir, be eaſy—the quartel is- a very- 
pretty quarrel as it ſlands -e ſhould only ſpoil it, by 
trying to explain it, — However, your memory is very 
ſhort —or you could not have forgot an affront you boy 
ſed on me within this laſt week.—So, no more, but. 
name your time and place. ' 

Abſ. Well, Sir, ſince you are ſo bent on it, the ſoon- 
er the better 3—let it be this evening—here by the. 
Spring Gardens.—We ſhall ſcarcely be interrupted. 

ES RA Sir Luc. 
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Sir Luc. Faith ! that ſame interruption in affairs of 
this nature ſhews very great ill breeding don't 
know what's the reaſon, but in England, if a thing of 
this kind gets wind, people make ſuch a pother, that a 
gentleman can never fight in peace and quictneſs.— 
Hou ever, if it's the ſame to you, Captain, I- ſhould 
take it as a particular kindneſs, if you'd let us meet in 
King's Mead Fields, as a little buſineſs will call me 
there about ſix o'clock, and I may diſpatch, both mat- 
ters at once. 

Al. Tis the ſame to me exactly. — A little after fix, 
then, we will diſcuſs this matter more ſeriouſly. 

Sir Luc, If you pleaſe, Sir, there will be very pret- 
ty. ſmall-ſword light, tho? it won't do for a long ſhot. 
— $0 that matter's ſettiled! and my mind's at eaſe, 

[Exit Sir Lucius. 
Enter FAUL&LAND, meeting Assotrurr. 


Alf. Well met.—l was going to look for you. —O, 
Faulkland ! all the Demons of ſpite and diſappointment 
have conſpired againit me! I'm fo vex'd, that if I had 
not the proſpect of a reſource. in being knock'd o'the 
head by and by, I- ſhould ſcarce have ſpirits to tell 
you the cauſe. | 
Faulk. What can you mean ? Has Lydia chang'd 
her mind ?—I ſhould have thought her duty and in- 
clination would now have pointed to the ſame object. 
Ab. Aye, juſt as the eyes of a perſon who ſ{quints : 
—when her love eye was fix'd on me—t'other—her 
eye of duty, was finely obliqued :—but when duty bid 
ker point that the ſame way—off t'other turn'd on a 
iwivel, and ſecured its retreat with a frown ! 
" Faulk, But what's the reſource you 
AB. O, to wind up the whole, a good natured Iriſh- 
man here has (mimicking Six Lucius) begg'd leave to 
have the pleaſure of cutting my throat——and I mean to 
indulge him—that's all. x 
Faulk. Prithee, be ſerious, | 1 277 
Ab. Tis fact, upon my ſoul.— Sir Lucius 


| O'Trigger—you know him by fight—for ſome "affront, 
- which J am ſure I never intended, has obliged me to 


maect 
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meet him this evening at ſix o'clock :—'tis on that ac · 
count I wiſhed to fee you——you muſt go with me. 


of _ Faulk. Nay, there muſt be ſome miſtake, ſure. — 
; a Sir Lucius ſhall explain himſelf—and I dare ſay matters 
— may be accommodated ;—but this evening, did you fay.? 
1d —] wiſh it had been any other time. | 
in Al. Why ?—there will be light enough: — there 
me will be light enough: — there will (as Sir Lucius ſays) 
at · „be very pretty ſmall-ſword light, tho” it will not do 
for a long ſhot.” Confound his long ſhots ! 
ix, Faul. But I am myſelf a good deal ruffled, by a 
difference I have bad with Julia—my vile tormenting 
ret. temper has made me treat her ſo cruelly, that I ſhall 
tots. ' not be myſelf till we are reconciled. 
Alſ. By Heav'ns, Faulkland, you don't deſerve her, 
ws, Enter ſervant, gives FAULKLAND @ /etter. 
Faulk. O Jack! this is from Julia—I dread to open 
O, it—1 fear it may be to take a laſt leave — perhaps to. 
nent bid me return her letters—and reſtore O! how 
had ] ſuffer for my folly ! : 
"the Alf. Here—let me ſee. 
tell [ Takes the letter and opens it. 
| Aye, a final ſentence, indeed — tis all over with you, 
ng'd faith ! 
in- Faulk. Nay, Jack don't keep me in ſuſpence. 
ect. A. Hear then.—* As I am convinced that my dear 
ints :  Faulkland's own refle&ions have already upbrgided him 


—her * for his laſt unkindne/s to me, I will not add a word on. 
y bid © the ſuljed. I wiſh to ſpeak with you as ſoon as poſſible.. 
Ao evir ant iruly, Julia. There's tub. 
bornneſs and reſentment for you ! [Gives him the letter. 
Why, man, you don't ſeem one whit the happier at this. 

Fault, Or yes, I am—but—but : 

Al. Confound your buts. — You never hear any thing 
that would make another.-man bleſs himſelf, but you 
immediately d—n it with a but. 

Fault. Now, Jack, as you are my friend, own ho- 
neſtly don't you think there is ſomething forwatd 
ſome thing indelicate in this haſte to forgive? Women 
ſhould never ſue for reconciliation ;—that ſhould always 
come from us. — They ſhould retain their coldneſs = 

woo'd, 


on” 


n 
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wob'd to kindneſs—and the pardon, like their ve, 
ſhould “ not unſought be won.” | 

ALF. I have no patience to liften to you: —thou'rt 
incorrigible !-—fo ſay no more on the ſubject.— I mutt 
go to ſettle a few matters—let me ſee you before ſix— 
remember—at my lodgings.—A poor induſtrious, devil 
like me, who. have toil'd, and drudg'd and plotted 


to gain my ends, and am at laſt diſappointed by other 


people's folly—may in-pity be allowed to ſwear and 
grumble a little ;—but a captious ſceptic in love,—a 
flave to fretfulneſs and whim —who has no difficultics 


but of his own creating —is a ſabjeRt more fit for ridi- 


cule than compaſſion ! [Exit Abſolute. 

Faulk, I feel his reprozches :—yet I would not 
change this too exquiſite nicety, for the groſs content 
with which he tramples on the thorns of love.— His 
engaging me in this duel, has ſtarted an idea in my 
head, which I will inſtantly purſue. —1'll: uſe it as the 
touchſtone of Julia's ſincerity and diſintereſtedneſs—it 
her love prove pure and ſterling ore—my name will 
reſt on it with honour !-—and once I've ſtamp'd it there, 


I lay aſide my doubts for ever :—but if the droſs of 


ſelfiſhneſs, the alloy of pride predominate—'twill be 
beſt to leave her as a toy for ſome leſs cautious fool to 


ſigh for. Exit Faulkland. 
ACTS . 
SCENE I. Julia's Drefſing-room. | 
Juua ſola. 


-H OW this meſſage has alarmed me! what dread- 
ful accident can he mean? why ſuch charge 
to be alone ? 
happy moments! —hou many tears have you coſt me 


Enter FAULKLAND. 


land ? 


Faulk, Alas! Julia, IL am come to take a long fare: 
well. Julia. 


O Faulkland I—how many vn. 


Julia. What means this ?—why this caution, Faulk 


call'd 
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Julia. Heav'ns! what do you mean? | 
Faulk, You ſee before you a wretch, whoſe- life is 

forfeited. —Nay, ſtart not !—the infirmity of my tem- 

per has drawn all this miſery on me. I left you fret- 
ful and paſſionate—an untoward accident drew me into 

a quarrel—the event is, that I muſt fly this kingdom 

inſtantly.— O Julia, had I been ſo fortunate as to have 

call'd you mine entirely, before this miſchance had 
fallen on me, I ſhould not ſo deeply dread my baniſh. 
ment !—. 

Julia. My ſoul. is oppreſs'd with ſorrow at the na- 
ture of your misfortune : had theſe adverſe circum- 
ſtances ariſen from a leſs fatal cauſe, I ſhould have felt 


from your boſom every doubt of the warm fincerity of 
my love. My heart has long known no other guar- 
dian— I now truſt my perſon to your honour—we will 
fly together—When {afe from purſuit, my father's will 
may be fulfilled—and I receive a legal claim to be the 
partner of your ſorrows, and tenderelt comforter. Then 
on the boſom of your wedded Julia, you may lull your 
keen regret to {lumbering ; while virtuous. love, with 
a Cherub's hand, ſhall ſmoothe the brow of upbraiding 
thought, and pluck the thorn from compunction. 
Faulk, O Julia! I am a bankrupt in gratitude! but 
the time is ſo preſſing, it calls on you for ſo haſty a 
reſolution, Would you not wiſh ſome hours to weigh 
the advantages you forego, and what little compenſa- 
tion poor Faulkland can make you beſide his ſolitary 
love? | 
Julia. Jaſk not a moment. — No, Faulkland, I have 
lov'd you for yourſelf: and if I now, more than ever, 
prize the ſolemn engagement which ſo long has pledged 
us to each other, it is becauſe it leaves no room for 
charge Wi bard aſperfions on my fame, and puts the ſeal of duty 
ny un. I to an act of love.—But let us not linger.— Perhaps 
t me | Bi this delay ——— 
Faulk. "Twill be better I ſhould not venture out 
Faulk 2gain till dark, Vet am I griev'd to think what num- 
berleſs diſtreſſes will preſs heavy on your gentle diſpo- 
g fare lition'! Julia. 


ſtrong comfort in the thought that I could now chaſe 
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Julio. Perhaps your fortune may be forfeited by 


this unhappy act.— I know not whether 'tis ſo—but 0 
ſure that alone can never make us unhappy.— The little rr 
I have will be ſufficient to ſupport us; and exile never 1 
ſhould be ſplendid. | a. 
Faulk. Aye, but in ſuch an abject ſtate of life, my wh 
wounded pride perhaps may increaſe the natural fret- fork 
fulneſe of my temper, till I become a rude, moroſe _ 
companion, beyond your patience to endure. Perhaps f 
the recollection of a deed my conſcience cannot juſtify, 5 
may haunt me in ſuch gloomy and unſocial fits, that I bbs 
ſhall hate the tenderneſs that would relieve me, break 7 
from your arms, and quarrel with your fondneſs ! Err 


Julia. If your thoughts ſhould aſſume ſo unhappy 1 PS, 
bent, you will the more want ſome mild and affection - will 
ate ſpirit to watch over and conſole you :—One who, 
by bearing your infirmities with gentleneſs and reſigna · of 
tion, may teach you % to bear the evils of your fortune. 


Faul. Julia, I have proved you to the quick! and r 
with this uſeleſs device I throw away all my doubts. Ear 
How ſhall I plead to: be forgiven- this laſt unworthy og 
effect of my reſtleſs, unſatisfied diſpoſition ? | 


Julia. Hes no ſuch diſaſſer happened as you related? 


Faulk. I am aſhamed to own that it was all awe 75 
enting a 


ed; yet in pity, Julia, do not kill me with re * 
fault which never can be repeated: But ſealing, this Mr 
once, my pardon, let me to-morrow, in the face of es 
heaven, receive my future guide and monitreſs, and nd 
expiate my paſt folly, by years of tender adoration. ws J 
Julia. Hold, Faulkland !-that you are free from 1 f 15 
crime, which 1 before fear'd to name, heaven knows = 10 
how ſincerely I rejoice — Theſe are tears of thank- MI 22 
fulneſs for that! But that your cru! doubts ſhould * ky 
have urged you to an impoſition that has wrung my voy. 
heart, gives me now a pang, more keen than I can a 4 
expreſs |, 8 2 dk 
Faull. By beuv'ns! Julia fal 2 
Julia. Yet hear me. My father lov'd you, pla "= 
Faulkland! and you preſerv'd the life that tender pa- 49g: 
rent gave me; in his preſence I pledged my hand— h 


joy full WM . ruſſia 
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joy fully pledged it—where before I had given my 
heart. When, ſoon aſter, I loſt that parent, it ſeem'd 
to me that Providence bad, in Faulkland, ſhewo me 
whither to transfer, without a pauſe, my grateful duty 
as well as my affection : Hence T have been content 
to bear from you "what pride and delicacy would have 
forbid me from another. I will not upbraĩd you, by 
repeating how you have trifled with my ſincerity 

Faulk, I confeſs it ail! yet hear 

Julia. After ſuch a year of trial—L might have flat- 
tered myſelf thar I ſhould not have been inſulted with - 
a new probation of my ſincerity, as cruel as unneceſ- 
ſary { I now ſee it is not in your nature to be content, 
or confident in love. With this conviftion—1 never 
will be yours. While I had hopes that my perſevering 
attention, and unreproaching kindneſs, might in time 
refoxm your temper, I ſhould have been happy to have 
gain'd a dearer influence. over you; — . will not 
furniſh you with a licenſed power to keep alive an in- 
cortigible fault, at the expence of one who never 
would contend with you. | 

Faulk. Nay, but Julia, by my ſoul and honour, if 
after this 

Julia. But one word more. _ As my-faith has once 
been given to you, I never will barter it with another. 
—1 ſhall pray for your happineſs with the trueſt fin- 
cerity ; and the deareſt.blefling I can aſk of heaven to 
lend you, will be to charm from you that unhappy 
temper, which alone has prevented 'the performance of 
our ſolemn engagement. — All I requeſt of you is, that 
you will yourſelf refie& upon this iofirmity, and when 
you number up the many true delights it has deprived 
you of—let it not be your Je regret, that it loſt you 
the love of one—who would have follow'd you in beg- 
gary through the world! +» [Aa. 

Faulk: She's gone !—for ever — There was an a- 
ful reſolution ia her manner, that rivetted me to my 
place - O fool !—dolt !--barbarian ! —Curft as I am, 
with more imperfeRions than my fellow-wretches, kind 
fortune ſent a heaven-gifted.cherub to my aid, and, like 
2 ruffian, I have driven a from my fide !—I m 

| now 
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now haſten to my appointment, —Well, my mind is 
turned for ſuch a ſcene.—I ſhall wiſh only to become 
a principal in it, and reverſe the tale my curled folly 
put me upon forging here. O love !—tormentor !— 


- fiend !—whoſe influence, like the moon's, acting on 


men of dull fouls, make idiots of them, but meeting 
ſubtler ſpicits, betrays their courſe, and urges ſenſibili- 
ty to madaels ! Ext, 


Enter Marr and Lynga, 


Maid. My miſtreſs, ma'am, I know, was here juſt 
now—perhaps ſhe is only in the next room. [Exit Maid. 
Lydia. Heigh ho !-— Though he has uſed me ſo, this 
fellow runs ſtrangely in my head. I believe one lec- 
ture from my grave coufin will make me recal him. 


Enter Juri. 


Lydia. O, Julia, I am come to you with ſuch an 
appetite for conſolation.ä— Lud! child, what's the mat- 
ter with you !— You have been crying !—P'll be hang- 
ed, if that Faulkland has not been tormenting you! 

Julia. You' miſtake the cauſe of my uneaſineſs !— 
Something has flurried me a little. —Nothing that you 
oan gueſs at.——lI would not accuſe Faulkland to a 
fiſter! [Aſide. 
Lydia. Ah! whatever vexations you may have, I 
can aſſure you mine ſurpaſs them. Lou know who 
Beverly proves to be:? 

ulia. I will now own to you, Lydia, that Mr 
Faulkland had before inform'd me of the whole affair. 


Had young Abſolute been the perſon you took him 


for, I ſhould not have accepted your confidence on 
the ſubject, without a ſerious endeavour to counteract 
your caprice. | | 
Lydia. So, then, I ſee I have been deceived by 
every one !—but I don't care— I'll never bave him. 
PFulia. Nay, Lydia 
Lydia. Why, is it not provoking ? when I thought 


ve were coming to the prettieſt diltceſs imaginable, to 


find myſelf made a were Smithfield bargain of atHaſt— 
There, had I projected one of the moſt ſentimental 
elopements !--ſo becoming a diſguiſe wum a 
Won | | ladder 
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ladder of ropes !—conſcious moon four horſes Scotch 
parſon—with ſuch ſurpriſe to Mrs Malaprop—and ſuch 
paragraphs in the newſpapers !-——O, I ſhall die of 
diſappointment. x 

Julia. I don't wonder at it. | 

Lydia. Now—lad reverſe what have I to expect, 
but, after a flimſy preparation with a biſhop's licence, 
and my aunt's bleſſing, to go ſimpering up. to the al- 
tar; or perhaps be cried three times in a country-church, 
and have an unmannerly fat clerk aſk the conſent of 
every- butcher in the pariſh to join John Abſolute and 
Lydia Languiſh, ſpinſter! O, that I ſhould live to hear 
myſelf called ſpinſter ! | A 

Julia. Melancholy indeed! 

Lydia. How mortifying, to remember the dear de- 
licious ſhifts 1 uſed to be put to, to gain half a mi- 
nute's converſation with this fellow ! — How often 
bave I ſtole forth, in the coldeft night in January, and 
found him in the garden, ſtuck like a dripping Qlatue ! 
— There would he kneel to me in the ſnow, and 
ſneeze and cough ſo pathetically ! he ſhivering with 
cold, and I with apprehenſion ! and while the freezing 
blaſt numb'd our joints, how warmly would he preſs 
me to pity his flame, and glow with mutual ardour !— 
Ah, Julia, that was ſomething like being in love. 

Julia. If I were in ſpirits, Lydia, I ſhould chide 
you only by laughing heartily: at you; but it ſuits - 


Mr more the ſituation of my mind, at preſent, earneſtly to 
Fair, entreat you, not to let a man, who loves you with 
kim ſiacerity, ſuffer that unhappineſs ſrom your caprice, 
7 *** which I know too well caprice can inflict. 

erat | 4z4ia. O lud! what has brought my aunt here? 

1 by Enter Mas MarArRor, Fac, and David, 


Mrs Mal. So! fo! here's fine work l,—here's fire. 


_ ſuicide, paracide, and ſimulation going on in the fields! 
ught 2 Sie Anthony not to be found to prevent the anti- 
le, to rophe ! | | 
* Julia. For heaven's ſake, madam, what's the mean - 
ental ing of this? | 
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"Mr. Mal. That gentleman. can tell you— twas he 
enveloped the affair to me, 

Tydia. Do, Sir, will you inform us. (To Fag.) 

Fag. Ma'am, I ſhould hold myſelf very deficient in 


every requiſite that forms the man of breeding, if I 


delayed a moment to give all the information in my 


power to a lady fo deeply intereſted in the affair as you 


are, 

Lydia. But quick! quick, Sir! 

Fag. True, ma' am, as you ſay, one ſhould: be quick 
in divulging matters of this nature; for ſhould we be 
tedious, perhaps while we are flouriſhing on the' ſubjeQ, 
two or three lives may be loſt ! 

Lydia. O patience Do, ma'aw, for heaven's ſake ! 
tell us what is the matter? 

Mrs Mal. Why! murder's the matter! ſlaughter's 
the matter! killing's the matter! but he can tell you 
che perpendiculars. 

Lydia. Then, prithee, Sir, be brief. 

Fag. Why then, ma'am, as to murder—F cannot 
take upon me to ſay—and as to laughter, or man- 
laughter, that will be as the jury finds it. 

Lydia. But who, Sir—who are engaged in this? 

Fag. Faith, ma'am, one is a young gentleman whom 
I ſhould be very ſorry any thing was to happen to—a 
very pretty behaved gentleman - We haye lived much 
together, and always an terms, ; 

Lydia. But who is this? who! who! who? 

Fag. My maſter, ma'ar—my maſter 1 ſpeak of my 
maſter. 

Lydia. Heavens! What, Captain Abſolute ! 

Mrs Mal. O, to be ſure, you are frightened now! 

Julia. But who are with him, Six? 

Fag. As to the reſt, ma'am, this gentleman can in- 
form you better than J. | | 

Julia. Do ſpeak, friend. (To David.). 


David. Look'ee, my Lady —— by the maſs ! there's 
miſchief going on. Folks don't uſe to meet for 
amuſement with fire-arms, firelocks, fire-engines, fire- 
ſcreens, fire-office, and the devil knows what other 
This, my lady, I ſay, has an en- 


Julia. 


crackers beſide ! 
gry ſavour. 


— 


THE RIVALS. | 161 
Fulia, But who is there beſide Captain Abſolute, 


friend? | ; 

David. My poor maſter—under favour for men- 
tioning him firſt.—You know me, my lady—I am 
David—and my maſter- of courſe is, or was Squire 
Acres,—'Then comes Squire Faulkland. 

Julia. Do, ma'am, let us inftantly endeavour to pre- 
vent miſchief. 

Mrs Mal. O fie—it would be very inelegant in us: 
—we ſhould only participate things. 
David, Ah! do, Mrs Aunt, five a few lives—they 
are deſperately given, believe me. — Above all, there 

is that blood -thirſty Philiſtine, Sir Lucius O' Trigger. 

Ar Mal. Sir Lucius O' Trigger !—O mercy ! 
have they drawn poor little dear Sir Lucius into the 
ſcrape ? — Why, how you ſtand, girl! you have no 
more feeling than one of the Derbyſhire putrefaQtions ! 

Lydia. What are we to do, madam ? 

Mrs Mal. Why fly with the utmoſt felicity, to be 
ſure, to prevent miſchief ! here, friend—you can ſhew 
us the place ? : 

Fag. If you pleaſe, ma'am, I will conduct you. - 
David, do you look for Sir Anthony, {Exit David. 

Mr. Mal. Come, girls !—this gentleman will ex- 
hort us.— Come, Sir, you're our envoy—lead the way, 
and we'll precede, 

Fag. Not a flep before the ladies for the world! 

Ars Mal. You're ſure you know the ſpot. 

Fag. I think I can find it, ma'am.; and one good 
thing is, we ſhall hear the report of the piſtols as we 
draw near, ſo we can't well miſs them ;—never ſear, 
ma'am, never fear. [ Exit, he talking, - 


SCENE II. South Parade. 


Enter AnsoLUTE, putting his ſword under his great-coa!. 
Alf. A ſword ſeen in the ſtreets of Bath would 
ralle as great an alarm as a mad:dog,—How provok-- 
ing this is in Faulkland !—never punRual! I ſhall Le 
obiiged to go without him at laſt;—O, the devil! here's 

Sir Anthony! how ſhall I eſcape him? 
[ Dufles up his face, and lales a cirilr io 2% off. 
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Enter Sin AxTHONY, 


Sir Anth. How one may be deceived at a little dif. 
tance !. only that I ſee he don't know me, I could have 
ſworn that was Jack !—Hey !—Gad's life! it is.— 
Why, Jack, —what are you afraid of? hey !—ſure I'm 


right. Why, Jack—Jack Abſolute! [Goes up to him. 


A. Really, Sir, you have the advantage of me :— 
I don't remember ever to have had the honour my 
name is Saunderſon, at your ſervice. 

Sir Anth, Sir, I beg your pardon—I took you 
hey !—wiy Z—ds ! it is—{tay —— Losks up to his face.] 


So, ſo—your humble ſervant, Mr Saunderſon - Why, 


you ſcoundrel, what tricks are you after now:? 

Alf. O] a joke, Sir, a joke I came here on pur- 
poſe to look for you, Sir. 

Sir Auth. You did! well, Lam glad you were fo 
lucky: —but what are you muffled up lo for ?—what's 
this for ?—hey ? | 

A. Tis cool, Sir; isn't it ?—rather chilly ſome- 
how :—but. I ſhall. be late—T have a particular en- 
gagement. | 

Sir Anth. Stay. — Why, I-thought you were look- 
ing for me ?—Pray, Jack, where is't you are going? 

A. Going, Sir! 

Sir Ant h. Aye — where are you going? 

Abſ. Where am I going? | 

Sir Anth. You unmannerly puppy! 

Abſ, 1 was geing, Sir, to—to—to Lydia—Sir, to 


- Lydia—to make matters up if I could ;—and I was 


looking for you, Sir, t0— to 

Sir Anth. To go with you, I ſuppoſe - Well come 
along. 

Alf. O! zds! no, Sir, not for the, world !—I 


wilh'd to meet with you, Sir, to - toto ——— You 


find it cool; I'm ſure, Sir—you'd better not ſlay out. 


Sir. Anth, Cool I not at all Well, Jack—and what 

will you lay to Lydia? EY ; | 
Alf. O, Sir, beg her pardon, humour her promiſe 
aud vow :—but I detain you, Sir —conſider the cold 
air on Your gout. | 
| Sir Anth. 
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- Sir Anth. O, not at all4«-not at all !+-I'm in no hur- 
ry,—Ah! Jack, you youngſters, when once you are 
wounded here. [Pulling his hand to Abſolute's breaft ]* 
Hey! what the deuce have you got here? 

Abſ. Nothing, Sir—nothing. 

Sir Auth. What's this? here's ſomething-d—d hard. 

Alf. O, trinkets, Sir! trinkets—a bauble for Lydia. 

Sir Anth. Nay, let me fee your taſte. —[ Pulls his 
coat open, the ſword falls. — Trinkets Ia bauble for 
Lydia !—z—ds! firrah, you are not going to cut her 
throat, are you? | 

Abſ. Ha! ha! ha! I thought it would divert you, 
Sir, though I did'nt mean to tell you till afterwards, 

Sir. Auth, You did'nt ?Yes, this is a very divert- 
iog trinket, truly. 

Al, Sir, I' explain to you—You kuow, Sir, 
Lydia is romantic -dev'liſſr romantic, and very abſurd 
of courſe : — now, Sir, J intend, if ſhe refuſes to for- 
give me to unſheath this fword—and fwear—T'lt fall 
upon its point, and expire at ber feet! 

Sir Auth. Fall upon a fiddle-ftick's end I- Why, I 
ſuppoſe it is the very thing that would pleaſe her 
Get along you fool. —— 

Abſ. Well, Sir, you ſhall hear of my fucceſs—you- 
ſhall hear,—-** O, Lydia !forgive: me, or this pointed 
ſteel“ —fays I. | ; 

Sir Anth. ** O, booby ! ſtab away, and welcome“ 
ſays ſhe—Get along !—and d—n your trinkets! 

| | [ Exit Abſolute. . 

Bates David, running. 

David. Stop him ! ſtop him ! Murder! Thief! 
Fire !—Stop fire ! Stop fire !=O!” Sir Anthony 
call! call! bid'm Murder! Fire! 

Sir Anth. Fire! Morder! where ?- 

David. Oons ! he's out of fight, and I'm out of 
breath, for my part; O, Sir Anthony! why didn't you 
flop him ! why didn't you ſtop him! _ 

Sir Auth. Z—ds ! the ſellow's mad — Stop who ! 
ſtop Jack ? | 
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David; Aye, the Captainy Sir there's murder ur 
ſlaughter 

Sir Auth. Murder! | 4 

David. Aye, pleaſe you, Sir Anthony, there's ll 
kinds of murder, all-ſorts of {laughter to be ſeen in the 
fields + there's fighting going on, Sir—bloody ſword 
and gun fighting !. 

Sir Anth. Who are going to Gght, Dunce? 

David. Every body that I Know of, Sir Anthony : 
—every body is going to fight, my poor maſter, Sir 
Lucius O' Trigger, your fon, the Captain 

Sir Anth. O, the dog !—I ſze his tricks: do you 
know the place? 

David. King*s Mead Fields. 

Sir Auth. You know the way? 

David. Not an inch;z—but I'll call the. Mayor 
Aldermen — Conſtables — Church-wardens —and Bea- 


dles—we can't be too many to part them. 


Sir Auth. Come along —give me your ſhoulder ! we'll. 


get aſſiſtance as we go—the lying villain !—Well, I 
Il be in ſuch a frenzy—So—this was the hiſtory of 
bis trinkets! I'll bauble him! [ Exeunt, 


SCENE III. King's Mead. Fiel7:, 


Six Lucivs and Ackks, with Piſtols. 


Acres. By my valour, then, Sir Lucius, forty yards 
is a good diſtance—Odds levels and aims !—I ſay it is 
a. good diſtance, 

Sir Luc. Is it for muſkets or ſmall field · pieces? upon 
my conſcience, Mr Acres, you muſt leave thoſe things 
to me.—Stay now— I'll ſhew you, 

[Meaſures paces along the Lare 
there now, that is a very pretty diſtance —a pretty gen- 
dle man's diſtance. 

Acres, Z- dsl we might as well fight in a ſentry- 
box! I tell you, Sir Lucius, the farther he is off, the 
cooler I ſhall take my ain. 

Sir Luc, Faith ! then I ſuppoſe you would aim at 
him cheſt of all if be was out of fight. 
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Acres, No, Sir Lucius but I ſhould think forty or 


eight and thirty yards—— 

Sir Luc. Pho! pho | nonſenſe, threg or four feet be- 
tween the mouths of your piſtols is as good as a mile; 

Acres, Odds bullets, no! —by my valour ! there is. 
no merit in killing him ſo near: do, my dear Sir Lu- 
cius, let me bring him down at a Jong ſhot :-—a long 
(ot, Sir Lucius, if you love me ? 

Sr Luc. Well—the gentleman's friend and I. muſt 
ſettle that.— But tell me now, Mr Acres, in cafe of an 
accident, is there any little will or commiſſion I could 
execute for you ? 

Ares. IL amr much obliged to you, Sir Lucius—but 
don't underſtand 

Sir Luc. Why, you muſt think there's no * ſhot. 
at without a little riſt — and if an unlucky bullet ſhould 
carry a Quietus with it— 1 ſy it will be no time to be 
bothering you about family matters. 

Heres, A Quietus ! 

Sir Luc. For inſtanee, now—if that ſhould be the 
caſe—would you chuſe to be pickled and ſent home: 
—or would it be the ſame to you to lie here in the 
Abbey ?—DPm told there is very ſaug lying in the 
Abbey. a 

Acres. Pickled !—Snug lying in the Abbey !— Odds. 
tremors ! Sir Lucius, don't talk fo, _ 

Sir Luc. I ſuppoſe, Mr Acres, you never were en; 
gaged in an affair of this kind before? ; 

Acres. No, Sir Lucius, never before. 

Sir Luc. Ah! that's a pity ! there's nothing like 
being uſed to a thing, -Pray now, how would you re- 
ceive the gentleman's ſhot ? , 

Acres. Odds files I've practiſed that—there, Sir 
Lucius there [ Puts himſelf in an attitude. 
—a fide-front, hey ?—Odd! IN make myfelf ſmall 
enough :—PIl fland edge ways. 

Sir Iuc. Now—you're quite out—for if you ſtand 
ſo when I take my aim— | [ Levelling at him, 

Acres. Z—0s ! Sir Lucius are you ſure it is not 
coek'd? 

Sir ww Never ow. 


Acres. 
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Acres. 8 don't know it may go. of 
of its own head! 

Sir Luc. Pha! be eaſy—Well now if I hit you in 
the body my, bullet has a double chance—for if it mif- 
ſes a vital part of your right fide—'twill be very hard 


if it don't ſucceed on the leſt ! 


Acres. A vital part ! 
Sir Luc. But, there—fix yourſelf ſo⁊ 

"Placing him, 
let him ſee the broad-fide of your full front there — 
now a ball or two may paſs clean thro? your body, and 
never do any harm at all. 


Acres. Clean thro' me Ia ball or two clean thro? 


me! 4 

Sir Luc. Aye—may they—and it is much the gen- 
teeleſt attitude into the bargain, 

Acres. Look'ye ! Sir Lucius—T'd juſt as lieve be 
ſhot in an aukward poſture as a genteel nie by my 
valour ! I will ſtand edge- ways, 

Sir Luc. (Lohing at his watch.) Sure ths don't 
mean to diſappoint ue—Hah —no faith—I think I ſce 
them coming. 

Acret. Hey — What e e e 

Sir Luc. Aye—Who | are thoſe yonder getting over 
the Rile ? 

Acres. There are two par” them, indeed, —well—let 
them come—hey, Sir Lucius !-—we—we—we—wWe— 
won't run.— 

Sir Luc. Run! 0 

Acres. No—I ſay—we won't run, by my valour ! 

Sir Luc. What the devil's the matter with you? 

Acres. Nothing—nothing—my dear friend—my dear 
Sir Lucius—but I-I—I don't feel quite ſo bold, ſome - 
how—as I did. 

Sir. Luc. O fie! conſider your hens 

| Heres. Aye—true—my honour—Do, Sir Lucius, 
edge in'a word or two every now and then about wy 
honour. 

Sir Luc. Well, here they're coming. [ Looking. 

Acres. Sir Lucius if I wa'n't with you, I ſhoald 
almoſt think I was afraid—if my valour ſhould leave 
me! Valour will come and go. Sir Luc. 
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Sir Luc. Then pray keep it faſt, while you have it. 
Acres, Sir Lucius— I doubt it is going—yes—my 
valqur is certainly going !—it is ſneaking off !—I feel 
it oozing out as it were at the palms of my hands! 

Sir Luc, Your honour—your honour. —Here they 
are. 

Acres. 0 mercy !—now—tbat I was ſafe at cui Hall: p 
or could be ſhot before I was aware, 


Enter FAULKLAND and ABSOLUTE. 


Sir Luc. Gentlemen, your moſt obedient—Hah ! 
what Captain Abſolute ! —So, I ſuppoſe, Sir, you are 
come here, juſt like myſelf—to do a kind office, firſt 
for your friend—then to proceed to bulineſs on your 
own Account, 

Acres. What, Jack my dear Jack !— my dear 
friend ! 

AI. Hark'ye, Bob, Bever'y's at hand. 

Sir Luc. Well, Mr Acres—I don't blame your fa- 
luting the gentleman civilly— 80, Mr Beverly, (to 
Faulkland) if you'll chuſe your weapons, the Captain 
and I will meaſure the ground. 

Fault. My weapons, Sir. 

Acres, Odds life ! Sir Lucius, I'm not going to fight 
Mr Faulkland ; theſe are my particular friends. 

Sir Luc, What, Sir, did not you come to fight Mr 
Acres? 

Faulk. Not I, upon my word, Sir. 

Sir Luc, Well, now, that's mighty acovoliing.! 
But J hope, Mr Faulkland, as there are three of us 
come on purpoſe for the game—you won't be ſo can- 
tankerous as to ſpoil the party by ſittiag out. 

1 Ai. O pray, Mr Faulkland, fight to oblige Sir 
vcius, © 

Faulk. Nay, if Mr Acres is ſo bent on the matter. 

Acres, No, no, Mr Faulkland—T'll bear my diſap - 
pointment like a Chriftian—Look'ee, Sir Lucius, there's 
no occaſion at all for me to fight ; and if it is the ſame 
lo you, I'd as leave let it alone. 

Sir Luc. Obſerve me, Me Acres—T muſt hot be trif- 
led with, You haye certainly challerged 1 | 
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and you came here to fight Ae if that gentle · 
man is willing to repreſent him can't ſee, for my 
ſoul, why it isn't juſt the ſame thing. 

Acres. Why no —Sir Lucius—I tell you, 'tis one 


; Beverly I've challenged —a fellow, you fee, that dare 


not ſhew his face ? If he were here, I'd make him give 
up his pretenſions directly! 

A, Hold, Bob —let me ſet you wur is no 
ſuch man as Beverly in the caſe.— The perſon who 
aſſumed that name is before you ; and.as his pretenſions 
are the ſame in both characters, he is ready to ſupport 
them in whatever way you pleaſe. 

Sir Luc. Well, this is lucky—Now you have an op- 
portunity 

Acres, What, quarrel with my dear friend Jack Ah. 
ſolute—not if he were fifty Beverly's! Z—ds ! Sir 
Lucius, you would not have me ſo unnatural. 

Sir Luc. Upon my conſcience, Mr Acres, your va- 
lour has 09zed away with a vengeance ! 

Acres. Not in the leaſt! Odds Backs and Abettors ? 
I'll be your ſecond with all my heart—and if you 
ſhould get a Quietut, you may command me entirely. 
I'll get you /aug laid in the Abbey here; or pickle you, 
and ſend you over to Blunder-buſs-{all, or any thing of 
the kind, with the greateſt pleaſure. 

Sir Luc, Pho ! pho! you are little better thin a 
coward. 

Acres. Mind, gentlemen,” he calls me a Coward ; 


Comard was the word, by my valour ! 


Sir Luc. Well, Sir ? 

Acres. Look'ee, Sir Lucius, isn't that kn the 
word Coward —Coward may be faid in joke — But if 
vou had call'd me a Poliroon, Odds Daggers and 


Sir Luc. Well, Sir? 

Acres. | ſhould have thought you a very ill- 
bred man. 

Sir Luc. Pho! you are beneath my notice. 

AY. Nay, Sir Lucius, you can't have a better ſe- 
cond than wy friend, Acres—He is a moſt determined 
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dog—call'd in the country, fighting Bob. He generally 
Hills a man a-weetk ; don't you, Bob? 

Acres, Aye—at home ! 

Sir Luc. Well then, Captain, "tis we muſt begin—ſo | 
come out, my little counſellor, _ PFadrazs bis ſword. 
and aſk the gentleman, whether he will refign the lady, 
without forcing you to proceed againſt him? 

40% Come on then, Sir [draws 3] ſinee you wot't. 
let it be an amicable ſuit, here's my reply. 


Enter $18 Ax TO, Daytp, and the Women. 


David, Knock' em all down, ſweet Six Anthon 3 
knock down my maſter in particular - and bind 


5 hands over to their good behaviour! 

ak Sir Anth, Put up, Jack, or I ſhall be in a phrenzy 
Sir —how came you in a duel, Sir? 

Ab/. Faith, Sir, that gentleman can tell you better 

SI; than I; "twas he call'd on me, and you know, Sir, I 
| ſerve his Majeſty. 

INF Sir Anth, Here's a pretty fellow! I catch him going 

Kone to cut a man's throat, and he tells me, he ſerves his 

121 J. Majeſty.—Zounds ! ürrah, then how durſt you draw 

700 the King s {word againſt one of bis ſuhjects? 

Be of Alf. Sir, I tell you, that gentleman call'd me out, 
a without explaining his reaſons. 

TIPS Sir Anth. Gad, Sir, how came you td call my fon 

out, without explaining your reaſons? 
3 Sit Luc. Your: ſon, Sir, inſulted me in a manner 


which my honour could not brook. 

Sir Anth. Zounds! Jack, how durſt you inſult the gen- 
tleman in a manner which his honour could not brook ? 

Mrs Mal. Come, come, let's have no honour before 
ladies Captain Abſolute, come here — Ho could you 
intimidate us ſo:— Here's Lydia has been terribed to 
death for you. 

Abi For fear I ſhould be kill'd or 4 ma'am ? 

Mrs Mal. Nay, no delufions to the paſt—Lygis i is 
convinc'd ; ſpeak, child. 

Sir Luc. Wich your leave, ma'am, I muſt put. in a 
word here--l- believe I could interpret. the young _ 
Lady's filence—=Now mark 5 
Lydia. 
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Lydia. What is it you mean, Sir? 

Sir Luc. Come, come, Delia, we muſt be ſerious 
F now—this is no time for trifling. 

| Lydia. Tis true, Sir; and your, reproof bids me 

offer this gentleman my hand, and ſolicit the return of 

ph his affections. | 


= A. O ! wy little angel, ſay you ſo?—Sir Lucius, 


3 1 am Delia. 


Il perceive there muſt be ſome miſtake here.— With 
regard to the affront which you affirm I have given | 
you, I can only ſay, that it could not have been in- 
tentional.— And as you muſt be convinced, that 1 h 
mould not fear to ſupport a real injury—you ſhall now | 
fee that I am not aſhamed to atone for an inadvertency 
I aſk your pardon. But to this lady, while ho- 
nour'd with her approbation, I will ſupport my claim 
againſt any man whatever. 

* Sir nth, Well ſaid, Jack, and I'll ſtand by you, 
my boy. | 2 

Acres. Mind, I give up all my cleim— I make no 
pretenſions to any thing in the world —and if I can't 

et a wife without fighting for her, by my valour ! I'll 
ve a batchelor. 

Sir Luc. Captain, give me your hand—an affront 
handſomely acknowledged becomes an obligation—and 
as for the lady—if ſhe chuſes to deny her own haud- 
writing here [ Takes out letters. 

Mrs Mal. O, he will diſſolve my myſlery,—Sir 
Lucius, perhaps there's ſome miſtake—perhaps I can 
illuminate 

Sir Luc. Pray, old gentlewoman, don't interfere 
where you have no buſineſs. Miſs Languiſh, are you 

\ my Delia, or not? 
Lydia. Indeed, Sir Lucius, I am not. 
| [Lydia and Abſolute wall gfide. 

Mys Mal. Sir Lucius O'Trigger—ungrateful as you 

are—l own the ſoft impeachment—pardon-my bluſhes, 


Sir Luc. You Delia—pho |! pho ! be eaſy. : 
Mrs Mal. Why, thou barbarous Vandyke—thoſc inter 


Letters are mine — When you are more ſenſible of my v. a 
2 benignity _— 


\ 


e thoſe 
e of m 
zenignil] 


ment, when your reſolution is fo weak 
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benignity—perhaps I may be brought to encourage 


your addreſſes. 
Sir Luc. Mrs Malaprop, I am extremely ſenſible of 
your condeſcenſion ; and whether you or Lucy have 
put this trick upon me, I am equally beholden to you. 
—Aynd, to ſhew you I am not ungratefu}, Captain 
Abſolute, ſince you have taken that lady from me, ÞIt 
give you my Delia into the bargain, a 
Al. I am much obliged to you, Sir Lucius; but 
here's my friend, fighting Bob, unprovided for. 
Sir Luc. Hah ! little valour— here, will you make 
your fortune? | | . | | 
Acres. Odds wrinkles! No.—But' give me your 
hand, Sir Lucius, forget and forgive; but if ever I 
give, you a chance of pickling me again, ſay Bob Acres 
is a dunce, that's all, . 
Sir Anth. Come, Mrs Malaptop, don't be caſt down 
—you are in your bloom yet. | | 
Mrs Mal. O Sir Antheny !-—men are all barba- 
rians — [A retire but Julia and Faulkland. 
Julia. He ſeems dejected and unhappy—not fuller 
—there was ſome foundation, however, for the tale he 
told me—O- woman! bow true ſhould be your judge- 


Faulk. Julia —how can I ſve for what 1 ſo little 
deſerve? I dare not preſume—yet hope is the child of 
penitence. | 

Julia. Oh Faulkland, you have not been more 
faulty in your unkind treatment of me, than I ant now 
in wanting. inclination to reſent it. As my heart 
honeſtly bids me place my weakneſs to the account of- 
love, I ſhould be ungenerous not to admit the ſame 
plea for your's, | 

Faulk. Now I ſhall be bleſt indeed. 

[Sir Anthony comes forward, 

Sir Anth, What's going on here?—So you have 
been quarrelling too, I warrant.—Come, Julia, I never 
interfered before ; but let me have a hand in the mat- 
ter at Jaſt, —All the faults I have ever feen in my 
lriend Faulkland, ſeemed to proceed from what he 
calls the delicacy and warm of his affetion for you 


2 | There 
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8 marry him directly, Julia, you'll find 
he'll mend ſurpriſingly [ The re come forward, 
Sr Luc. Come now, L hope there is no diſſatisfied 
perſon, but what is content; for as I have been diſap- 
pointed myſelf, it will be very bard if I have not the 
ſatisfaction of ſeeing other people ſucceed better 
Acres. You are right, Sir Lucius.—So, Jack, I 
wiſh you joy — Mr Faulkland the fame.—Ladies,— 
come now, to ſhew you Lam neither vex'd nor angry, | 
odds tabors and pipes ! I'll order the fiddles in half an 
hour to the New. Rooms—and 1 infiſt on your all 
meeting me there. 
Sir Anth. Gad, Sir, I like your DEP ;. and at night 
we fingle lads will drink a health to the young couples, 
and a huſband to Mrs Malaprop. 
Faulk. Our partners are ſtolen from us, Jack—l 
hope to be congratulated by each other—yours for 
having checked in time the errors of an ill directed 


* 


- imagination, which might have betrayed an innocent * 
heart; and mine, for having, by her gentleneſs and can- J 
| , Gour, reformed the unhappy temper of one, who by it B 
made wretched, whom he loved moſt, and tortured the 
| heart he ought to have ador'd, 
bf. Well, Jack, we have both taſted the bitters, A 
| © as well as the ſweets, of love—with this difference C 
bY only, that you always prepared the bitter cup for your- A 
ſelf, while ooo 
| Lydia. Was always obliged to me for it, hey ! Mr 
| » Modelly ?—— But come, no more of that—our rh T 
| is now as unallay'd as general. Tl 
Julia. Then let us ſtudy to preſerve it ſo: Ar 
while bope pictures to us a flattering ſcene of Be 
bliſs, let us deny its pencil thoſe colours which are too ; 
bright to be laitiog.—-When hearts deſerving happineſs ww 
Mould unite their fortunes, virtue would crown them Th 
with an unfading garland of modeſt hurtleſs flowers i _ 
but ill jodging paſſion will force the gaudier roſe into 0 
the wreath, whoſe thorn offends them, when its leaves, Cui 
are dropt! * ? 
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EPILOGUE. 


BY THE AUTHOR. 


. Spoken by Mas Box EI ET. 
* 
* ADIES, for 5 heard our Poet ſay— 
gry, He'd try to coax ſome Moral from his Play : 
If an « One moral's plain—cried I—without more fuſs ; 
r all © Man's ſocial happineſs all reſts on Us— 

171 © Thro' all the Drama — whether damn'd or not 
night 


« Love gilds the Scene, and Wonen guide the plot. 


1 
ples, From ev'ry rank, obedience is our due | 
k—1 D' je doubt? The world's great ſtage ſhall prove it true. | 
ur The Cit—well kill'd to ſhun domeſtic ſtrife— | | 
ocent Will ſup abroad ; but firſt —heꝰ Il aſk his a - = 
| can- John Trot, his friend, for once, will do the ſame, . | 
by it But then—he'll juſt „p home to tell his dame. | 
Sx: The ſurly *Squire—at noon reſolves to rule, | 
tters, And half the day—Zounds ! madam is a fool! | | 
rence Convinc'd at night—the vanquiſh'd Vitor ſays, 
your- Ah! Kate ! you 2vomen have ſuch coaxing quay; — 
| Mr The jolly Taper chides each tardy blade,— — | 
pineſs Till reeling Bacchus calls on love for aid: | 
2 Then with each Toaſt, he ſees fair bumpers ſwim, - 'S 
: and And kiſſes Chloe on the ſparkling brim! | 
future | 
re too Nay, I have heard that Stateſmen—great and wiſe i 
pines Will /om-times counſel with a lady's eyes; 

then The ſervile ſuitors—watch her various face, 
_ She ſmiles preferment—or ſhe frowns diſgrace— 
leaves. Curtfies a penſion here—there nods a place. | 


Nor with leſs awe, in ſcenes of humbler life, - 
's viezv'd the miftreſt, or is heard the wifes - 
P.3." The 
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The pooreſt peaſant of the pooreſt ſoil, 
= - The child of poverty, and heir to toil— 
8 Early from radiant love's impartial light, 
© Steals one ſmall ſpark, to chear his world of night: 
Dear ſpark !—that.oft thro' winter's chilling woes, 
. Is all the warmth his little cottage knows! 
iy The wand'ring Tar—who, not for years, has preſs'd 
| The widow'd partner of his day of reſt— 
E On the cold deck—far from her arms remov'd— 
Still hums the ditty which his Suſan lov'd : 
And while around the cadence rnde is blown, . 
The Boatſwain whiſtles in a ſofter tone. 


The Soldier, fairly proud of wounds and toil, , 
Pants for the triumph of his Nancy*s ſmile ; 
But ere the battle, ſhould he liſt” her cries, 
The lover trembles—and the hero dies ! 
That heart, by war and honour ſteel'd to fear, 
Droops on a ſigh, and ſickens at a tear! 


But Ye more cautious—ye nice-judging few, - 
Who give to Beauty only Beauty's due, 
Tho? friends to love e view with deep regrets - 
Our conqueſt marr'd—and triumphs incomplete, 
Till poliſh'd Wit more laſting charms diſcloſe, 
And Judgment fix the dart which Beauty throws ! 
In female breaſts did Senſe and Merit rule, 
The lover's mind would aſk no other ſchool ; 
Sham'd into ſenſe—the Scholars of our eyes, 
Our Beaux from Gallantry would ſoon be wiſe ; 
Would gladly light, their homage to improve, 
The Lamp of Knowledge at the Torch of Love! 
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' ACTI, SCENE I. 
Don Jexome's Houſe, at Night. 
Enter Lor rz, with a Lanthorn. 
Lop. W... ſorely, this is the bardeſt taſk is 


nature, to ſerve a man ſo far gone in 
love. — Why, my maſter neither eats, drinks, nor ſleeps; 
and here I am obliged to attend him, night and day, 
in the charming amuſements of faſting and waking :- 
This may be pleaſant to a lover; but as I am not one 
of the fighing gentry, I could wiſh for more ſubſtzntul 
entertainment.—At this rate, we ſhall mzeke a black 
tent of the whole year z—in a fortnight I ſhall be ſhruck 
to leſs than # ſizeable eel :—my cheeks are already 
thinner than parchment, and my jaws, for want of pro- 
per uſe, are almoſt lock'd :—This maſter of mint 
but, here he comes. 


Enter FrRDpixAup. 


Ferd. Well, firrah, what are you doing here? Did! 
not order you home ? | | 

Lap. I was thinking, Sir, if you would but be pr! 
ſuaded to go home, lie down, and take a little bit d 
nap—if it was but by way of novelty, it— 

Ferd. Who bid you think, raſcal? Begone ! and |: 
me no longer be troubled with your impertinence- 


- 


Fer; 
hear y. 
Ant. 
cere an 
pulſe ; 
you of 


bſtzntul 
A black 
e ſhrunk 
already 
d of pro 
mine 


e? Did! 


it be pt 
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Lap. Tmpertinence ! Dear Sir, conſider my melan- 
choly condition; and, if you will indulge any paſſion, 
pray let it be compaſſion for the hollow ſound af my 
Romach— | ; v2 

Ferd. Peace, cormorant! Thou haſt not an idea be- 
yond the groſs ſenſation of eating. 

Lop. | confeſs the charge, and heartily wiſh it more 
ſubſtantial than mere idea— - "2s 

#Ferd. No more, dolt ! You muſt faſt and wake as 
long as I plzaſe ; fo begone home, as you fear correc- 
tion, Exit Ferdinand. 

Lab. There he goes! Love has taken full poſſeſſion 
of his brain; and, until he comes to his ſober ſenſes, I 
ſhall have neither food nor reſt.— Plague of all your 
fine ſenſations, I ſay. [Exit, 


SCENE II. 


Enter AxTON10, FERDINAND, and GENTLEMEN, with 
Guittars and maſt'd; who approach under Louis “s 
evindaqw. 3 


S8ERENADE. 


Ant. Tell me, my lute, can thy fond ſtrain, 
So gently ſpeak thy maſter's pain; 
So ſoftly fing, fo humbly ſigh, 
That —tho? my ſleeping love ſhall-know' 
Who fings—who ſighs below, — 0 
Her roſy ſſumbers hall not fly. 
Thus may ſome vifion whiſper more 
Than ever I durſt ſpeak before! 


Ferd. "Tis all in vain, Antorſio z Louiſa will nat 
hear you; and if the does, "twill be to little purpoſe, 
Ant. I am not of your opinion, Ferdinand: a ſin- 
cere and tender lover ſhould never ſhrink at a faint re- 
pulſe ; if ſhes within hearing, I doubt not to convince 
you of your exror. | 
S act AIX. 
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rr SP Sid I IR. | 
ut. The breath of morn bids hence the night; ; 
_ Unveil thoſe beauteous eyes, my fair; 
For all the dawn of love is there, 
I feel no day——1 own no light. 
L Heer the ſong Louiſa appears at the window, 


AIR, Shs Feb 


Lon. Waking, I heard thy numbers chide, 
Waking, the dawn did bleſs my fight, 
is Phœbus ſure that wooes I cry'd, 
:; Who ſpeaks in ſong, who moves in light. T1 
' Don Jerome above opens his window, 


AIR. Te10. | Ar 


Fier. What vagabonds are theſe I hear, 
Fiddling, fluting , rhyming, ranting, 
- Piping, ſcraping,-whining, canting, 
Fly, ſcurvy minſtrels, fly! : 
Lou. Nay, pray thee father, why ſo rough? 
Ant. An humble lover I ! 


IS = o& =» » 


N02 » 


s Jer. How durſt you, daughter, lend an ear 
| To ſuch deceitful ſtuff ? 
| Quick from the window, fly ! 
; Low. Adieu, Antonio! Art. Muſt you go? 
| A. & L. We ſoon, perhaps, may.mcet Wd; 3 
3 For tho? hard fortune is our COT 
. | The god of love will fight for. 08, F 
; Fer. Reach me the blunderbuls ! p 
. A. & L. The god of loye who knows our pain. i 
1 Jer. Hence, or theſe n. ate thro your brain. 2 
1 5 N [ Exeunl. 5 
1 4 
4 SCENE, III. Chamber in Dox iger, Hee | ing 1 
* Enter Dox Juno ard Lond. 1 
1 Jer. "Tis well the cmtobleniiling aueh made his ef Fer 
4 cape':—a minute mare, and I would ew age a rid. 
. dle of his calicoe carcaſe. 
8s Lou. Why, fir, ſhould his honed Joe w bjed 
Y him to ſuch cruel treatmen: ? 75 
1 7 
4 


— — of 3 


— — - 


22 


1dow, 


Fer. Honourable love l and cruel treatment fine 


romantic babble, ' truly !——- But I'll make you know, 


ſighing, whining madam, that you are a daughter, 
born to obey, and I a father born to command,—ab- 


ſolute in power and ſhrewd in diſcernment :—ſo no 


more tricks, d'ye hear ?— * [Excunt into the houſe 


SCENE IV. Street, 
Enter FesDinand, and Ax ron. 


Ant. Nay, peithee, don't be grave, Ferdinand 
I have my perplexities, yet bear up againſt them. 

Ferd. I am the moſt unfortunate of all men living, 
Antonio 131 h 

Ant. What is the matter? — Has Clara and you had 
any difference ? A 

Ferd. I am on the rack — She is ſo much diſpleaſed, 


that I know not if ever I ſhall ſee her again. 


Ant. What has ſhe taken ill !—-You muſt have been 
much to blame; for Clara is all gentleneſs, | 


Ferd. Indeed I found it was impoſſible to attempt 


ſceing her, the father kept ſo watchful an eye: —ſo 
that I attempted to ſee her maid; which ſucceeded to 
my wiſh, and ſhe conveyed me to her apartment. 

Ant. A gallant youth, upon my word !—And, then 
Ill be ſworn you took ſome liberty that has ſhocked 
her delicacy, Tell me, did you dare to take her hand? 

Ferd. Moſt aſſuredly I did. 

Ant. And did you preſume to treſpaſs on à kiſs 
without her conſent? | 

Ferd. A kiſs ! I raviſt'd a dozen from her. 

Ant. And can you wonder at her diſpleaſure ? 

Ferd. Not in the leaſt ; but I am diſtracted in hav- 
ing loſt her. 05 | 


Ferd. Cou'd I her faults remember, 
Forgetting ey'ry charm, 
Soon would impartial-reaſon 
The tyrant love diſarm; 


But 
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But when enrag'd I number 
Each failing of her mind, 

Love till ſuggeſts her beauty, 
And fees, while reaſon's blind. 


Ferd. Antonio, you were once fond of Clara : how 
lands your affection now ? 

Ant. Your fifler now poſſeſſes all my ſoul.— once 
thought Clara bad charms; but the coldneſs and, ne» 
glect with which ſhe treated me, "recalled my heart to 
its wonted ſtate of indifference, » 


dh AIR. 


Ant, I ne%er could any luftre ſee + 
In eyes that would not look on me: 
I ne'er ſaw near on a lip, 
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But where my own did hope to ſip. 
Has the maid who ſeeks my heart . An 
Cheeks of roſe untouch'd by art for 
I will own the colour true, | But 
When yielding bluſhes aid their bor; frie 
Is her hand fo ſoft and pure 
I muſt preſs it, to be ſure: 
Nor can I &en be certain then, £ 
Till it grateful preſs again. | 
Muſt I, with attentive eye, 
Watch her heaving boſom figh ? | 
I will do ſo—when I ſee N 
1 That heaving boſom ſigh for me. A 
Ferd. T'll do all in my power to aſſiſt ycur ſuit with 
# my faſter :—but I charge you not to attempt running 
1 away with her, Von ſhall have wy intereſt as far as 
4 that can ſerve you. 1 
. Ant. Would you not, Ferdinand, run array with * 
bs W 
2 Clara, if ſhe would conſent? * 
4d Ferd. I muſt confeſs I ſhould not heſitate : but you F 
” , will allow, we never do by other men's wives and 80 


* on” „„ 


— 
5 
— < * Ws, 
7 
9 


daughters, as we wiſh they ſhould do by our's. 
> Ant, You need be under no uneaſineſs, on my ac- 


ſl . | 
count, in reſpect to dn | * 8 A 
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Ant, Friendſhip is the bond of reaſon : 
et, if beauty diſapprove,” 


Heav'n abſolves all other treaſon, ' 5 


In the heart that” s true to love. 
The faith which to my friend I ſwores 


once As a civil oath I view: | 
, Ne» But to the charms which I . 
rt to Tis religion to be true. 


Then if to one I falſe muſt be; 
Can I doubt which to prefer— 
A breach of ſocial faith- with thee, 
Or ſacrilege to love and her. 
[ Exit 4 


Ferd. Sute Antonio has no o lurking paſſion for Clara. 
| And, yet, methinks, this change muſt be all pretence ; 
- for who that has ever loved her cad ceaſe to do ſo— 
N But, from his try'd Oe how can I doubt his 
| friendſhip. | 


AIR. 


Fra. T ho? cauſe for ſuſpicion appears, 
Yet proofs of her love too are ſtrong ; 
I'm a wretch if I'm right in my fears, 
And unworthy. of bliſs if I'm wrong. 
What heart. breaking torments from jealouſy flow, 
Ah! none but the jealous—the jealous can know ! 


When bleſt with the ſmiles of my fair, 
I know not how much I adoxe ; 
Thoſe ſmiles let another but ſhare, 
And'I wonder 1 pria'd them no more, 
Then hence can J hope a relief from my woe, 


When the falſer ire ſeems, ſtill the fonder I grow ! ꝰ 


* 


t with 
Inning 
far as 


y with 


at you 


es and SCENE v. chanler in Dox Ray's bouſes 


my ac- „ Enter 3 and Dvzuxs. 


Ant. Dun, Are you ftill determined, my dear miſs, to 
take ſo raſh a ſtep ? Oe. you really ſo fond of Anto- 


apy nio 
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mio, as to marry him without a fortune? I fear you 
will hereafter repent, and reflect on the imprudence of 
your choice.. ; ye 


AFR; | 
Lou. Thou can'ſt not boaſt of fortune's tore, 
My love! while me they wealthy call 
But I was glad to find thee poor 
For, with my heart, I'd give thee all: 
And then the grateful youth ſhall own, 
I lov'd him for himſelf alone, 


But when his worth my hand ſhall. gain, 
No word or look of mine ſhall ſhow, 
'That I the ſmalleſt thought retain 
Of what my bounty did beſtow : 
Yet ſtill his grateful heart ſhall own, 


. 


I lov'd him far himſelf alone. 


Duen. Indeed, Louiſa, I overheard your father ſay, 
you ſhalt marry little Iſaac, the Jew, to-morrow :—— 
Now, if we ſucceed in our plot, you ſhall give him up 
to me entirely. | 1 

Lou. O yes, with all my heart! —— But have yo 
gained the maid to my intereſt? - My brother Ferdi - 
nand has promiſed his aſſiſtance. To 

Dutn. All is as you wiſh But I muſt have An- 
tonio's laſt letter—that muſt be the cauſe of his ſuſpi- 
cion; and leave the reſt to me. 
* Lou. There it is; (gives a letter) and: I with you 
ſucceſs with all my heart. ; | 

Enter Don JEROME and FERDINAND- 


Jer. What is all this ſcraping, fiddling, and ſerena- 
ding ?—T deſire I may have no more of it. —And what 
have you been about, Sir ?—difturbing ſome honeſt fa- 
mily ig the ſame manner, I ſuppoſe ; Loviſa, to-morrow, 
child, I have determined you ſhall marry Iſaac Men- 
doza; and then | 

Lou. O, Sir, do not make me miſerable !—- 

Fer. Any thing more?. | 

Lou. Sir, he's a Jew——— 


| Jer. 


1 
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gion theſe ſix weeks—Any thing more ? . 


Lou. Sir, he's a Portugueze. 


Jer. That's a miſtake ; for he's changed his reli. 


his country. — Any thing more ? 


a man had. 
Jer. Hey-day ! Whats that, pray ? 


Lou. He is my averſion. 


n, has the money. The beſt experiment in nature, to ob- 
tain good fruit, is to graſt on a exab.Vou know 


my wife and I lived very happy ; yet there was no 


love between us, and we expected none; therefore, we 


were not diſappointed: — and the poor woman, when 


ſhe died, I. was ſo ſorry, that I did not care if ſhe had 


lived. I wiſh every man in Spain could ſay as much. 
And now, Sir, if you have any more advice to give 
your ſiſter, about diſobedience to her father, be brief; 


\ fay, for T intend to lock her up in her room; and will not 

— ſee her face, till ſhe returns to her duty. 4 

m up Ferd. Sir, for my ſiſter's fake, E cannot help ſpeak - 
ing | 

you Jer. Then, Sir, for my ſake, hold your tongue. 

terdi- | [Exit Ferdinand. 
[Don Jerome oc up Louiſa, and returning, meets the 

An- DDuenna.) 

ſuſpi · | Jer. So, madam! have I ſound you out! — Here's a 


witch ! engaged in Antonio's intereſt, How did you 


dare to encourage ſuch a piece of miſchief ? 


not aſhamed to own it; for I always delighted in the 
tender paſſions——— . 


Jer. In the tender paſſions !. O, you old piece of anti- 


of iniquity! 


Duen, Well, Sir, I don't want to ſtay in your houſe ; - 


but 1 muſt go and lock up my wardrobe... 


Jer. That's another miſtake 3 for he has forſworn 


Lou. Sir, he has to me the greateſt fault that ever 


Fer, Louiſa, 1 care not: I know he loves you, and 


Duen, Well, and if I am in Antonio's intereſt, I am 


quity, you are an antidote” to all the tender paſſions. - 
Get qut of my houſe, this moment; out of my houſe, 1 
lay ! you, that I tock in to my houſe to be a ſcarecrow, . 
to become a decoy-duck !—Get along! you old piece 


Q 3; | Ter. 


* 


1 
% 
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— , — wu—Ü˙m K r: ES 


- * 


on 186 * THE DUENNA. 


A Fer. Your wardrobe ! When you came into my houſe, . 
* you could carry your wardrobe in- your comb caſe, you 
Could, you old dragon! - | 
Duen. And my. veil, too, —I hope you would not 
have me go without my veil. 
Fer. Your veil, you can't go without a veil, indeed 
Il ſuppoſe you are afraid of your beauty. Well, go 
along and get your veil, you old devil! {He lets the |} 
Duenna into Louiſa.) A. fine ſtory indeed ! if parents pu 
are to be diſobeyed on account of love, liking, beauty, 
and ſuch nonſenſe ;—But, as my father made me marry 
to pleaſe him, without caring two-pence. for my. bride ; 
ſo my daughter ſhall marry to pleaſe me, though age, 
deformity, and avarice ſhould be my chice. 


AIR. 


If a daughter you have, ſhe's the plague of your life : 
No peace you ſhall know—tho' you've buried your wite: 
At twenty ſhe mocks at the duty you taught her, 
O ! what a plague is an obſtingte daughter! 
Sighing and. whining ! , a 
| Dying and pining ! 
O! what a plague is an obſtinate daughter! 


When ſcarce in their teens they have wit to perplex us, 

With letters and lovers they conſtantly vex us; 

While each till rejeQs the fair ſuitor you've brought 

her; | 

O! What a plague is an obſtinate daughter! 
Wrangling and janghing ! 25 
Flouting and pouting; 

©! what a plague is an obſtinate daughter! 


Fer. So, madam, you have got your -veil :z—pow 
march off;—and, if you pleaſe, 1'll ſee you clear of my 
houſe.— There, go, go to Antonio !--go to him; and 
. do you hear ?—fince he has got you turned out of 4 good 

lace, he had better make you amends, by taking you Ch 
Ga with himſelf. [Exit Don Jerome. 1 
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Ki 
| 
iſe; .. - SCENE VI. Town. | | 
ou ” 
| Enter 5; 1249 who. perps- . through ber veil. | | 
mo Lou. Good b'ye to you, Sir, | [Lobzbing. | 
1 Enter: Clara and Main; | 
g {Louiſa ces them and retires. | 
e Maid. Well, madam, as ſteps do you intend to 
ents purſue, now-that you have eſcaped from. your father ? 
ut ys Cla. My intention is to viſit the convent of St Ca- 
Aarry thaine's; and, perhaps, hereafter take the veil. Fer- 
ide; dinand has ſo much offended me, that I cannot forgive 
age, him. 


Lin. (Cting forward) Now, L have left my- fa- 
ther's houſe, I don't know where to go: —if I knew—-- 
Ha! who's here ?—methinks it ſhould be Clara. 
, C. That muſt be Louiſa. F Both lifting up their veilt. 
life: 
Lov. Clara? 


wiſe: Cla. Louiſa! ' 
9 Lou. Clara, I am aſham'd to inform you. what 1 
have done. Your. good ſenſe will certainly con- 


demn my conduct. 
Cla. Tell me, my dear. 
and you may truſt me. 
lex us, Lou. To be plain then, my dear Clara, I have on Dd 
a; from my father's houſe. 
Cla. Indeed, Louiſa, I ſhould: be angry at ſo mad an 
2 but that I have juſt now committed the ſame of- 
ence 
Lou. And how do you intend. to avoid.the ſearch of - 
your family ? 
Cla. I am going to the convent of St Cathacine's; - 
—my father's ſeverity is paſt all bearing; and now 


I am your friend, 


:o your brother has fo much iN me, that I: ſhall ne- 
r of wy ver forgive him. 

mz; an 

7 4 good A T Wo: oh 


ing YM cli. When fable night each dr 

| ooping plant reſtoringy 
Jerome Wept o'er the flow'rs her breath did cheer, - 
SCENE 2 


* 
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As ſome ſad widow. o'er her babe deploring, 
* Wakes its beauty with a tear. g 


| | oi 
When ell did ſleep, whoſe weary hearts could : 

, borrow 
1 One hour from love and care to reſt — 4 
bY. Lo! as I preſs'd my couch in ſilent forrow N | 
19 My lover caught me to his breaſt, Sie 
He vow'd he came to fave me aye 
From thoſe that would enſlave me. and 
Then kneeling, they 
2 Kiſſes ſteeliog, 1 
f Endleſs faith he ſwore, | will 
1 But ſoon I chid him thence ; of 5 
. For had his fond pretence 7 7 
8 Obtain'd one favour then poſit 
. And had he preſs'd again, L 
. I'fear'd my treacherous heart would grant him more. _/ 
by Ca, Where is Antonio? Is he not the partner en. 
= your flight? | * : 1 
= Lou. No,' nor is he acquainted with my intention. 7 
. My father cruelly inſiſted I ſhould marry Iſaac the Jex Z. 
. to-morrow : — this extraordinary command has compel- bitio 
4 led me to this diſagreeable ſtep: Oh, yonder goes ture 
1 my brother, with the very man my father intended 1 H acqu 
7 ſhould marry. mis. (oath tg Wh th 
| Cla, Won't it be dangerous if he ſees you? pleaſ 
N } Lou. No, my dear, he never ſaw me; but his fre- Ih 
= quent viſits to my father, made him ſhew his odious . 
*n figure very often before my window, . from whence he 7 
was ſhewn to me. ; Rl 


* 


— ay 8 
eee 


Cla. He comes this way; I'll leave you; (Going. 
— But, Louiſa, when you ſee your brother, be ſure you * 


” 


2 don't tell him I am gone to the convent of St Catha- Lo 
6: rine's, two doors down on the right fide of the piazza, left n 
b- Lou: Oh, you may depend upon it, I will. tell him yet k 
5 where you may not be found; ( Going.) But my dear 72 
# friend, will you allow me to make uſe of your name, W Louiſ 
» - 5 - ' | 
I 2s I. may find occaſion ? de jea 
| „tes 


3 
4 
. 
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Cla. Wich 211: wy heart; any bing in my power 
you may command _ [Exit Clara. 
| Enter IS AA. 

Ila. Aye, aye there's no doubt this little figure: 
of mine will ſoon captivate the heart of Don Guzman's- 
daughter. But whom have we here? — a pretty 
girl, faith !=—how ſhe eyes me !-{/be approaches) aye, 
aye, ſhe is certainly ſtruck with my dreſs and figure: 
and I don't wonder at it; I have ſome reaſon to think 
they are particularly ſtriking. — 

Lou. Sit, your ſervant: good ſtranger, I hogs you 
will excuſe this liberty; Il have a favour to requeſt 
of you 

Ie. I am forry for you, young woman ;—hut I am 
poſitively engaged— ' 

Lou. But, Sir, you don't ſeem to underſtand me 


uld 


more. WW J.. I can't make you any honourable propoſals 
and, if I was to offer any thing elſe, I ſuppoſe you 
artner hare fome good natured brother or coufin, that would 
run me through the guts. Vou have no hopes, child; > 
2ntion» I am ſorry for you. 
e Jes Lou. Tt is not your 1 T ſolicit; I have no am- 
ompel- dition of that kind; my fuit is of a very different na- 
er goes ture: To be olain with you, Sir, I am tald you are 
aded 1 BY acquainted with Signior Antonio j——if it is nat too 
much trouble, and you will lend your pity. to a ſtranger, 
pleaſe to direct him to me. 
his fre- Iſa. Oh,—then, tis nat me you're ſond — 
odious Leu. Lou! —no, indeed. 


ence he Ja. Why, then, I muſt tell you, that you are a little 


confident, ſelf. ſufficient minx, and not the perſon I 
Going.) took you far. But pray, young woman, what is your 
ſure JW name! ; | 

˖ Catbs- Lou. Clara, Sir, Don Guzman's daughter, —I have 
e piazza, WY left my father's houſe in purfuit of my lover, who as 
tell him yet knows nothing of the matter. 

my dear Ja. Hum !—this may turn to my advantage 8 
ur name, Louiſa, I know, is fond of Antonio, and, if ſhe ſhould 
be jealous of Clara, ſhe will then conſent to marry me, 


> Cle in revenge for Antonio's ſalſehaad.— [ Afide. 1 
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As ſome ſad widow o'er her babe deploring, 
„ Wakes its beauty with a tear. 


When all did ſleep, whoſe weary hearts could 
. borrow 
One hour from love and care to reſt — 
Lo! as I preſs'd my couch in ſilent forrow 
My lover caught me to his breaſt, 


He vow'd he came to ſave me 

From thoſe that would enſlave me. 
Then kneeling, 
Kiſſes ſteeliog, 

Endleſs faith he ſwore, 

But ſoon I chid him thence ; 

For had his fond pretence 

Obtain'd one favour then 

And had he prefſs'd again, 

I'fear'd my treacherous-heart would grant him more. 


Ca, Where is Antonio ?—— Is he not the partner 
of your flight? ; | l 

Lou. No, nor is he acquainted with my intention, 
My father cruelly inſiſted I ſhould marry Iſaac the Jes 
to-morrow :—this extraordinary command has compel- 
led me to this diſagreeable ſtep:— Oh, yonder goes 
my brother, with the very man my father intended 1 
ſhould marry. | le Coreg e et 

Cla, Won't it be dangerous if he ſees you ? 

Lou. No, my dear, he never ſaw me; but his fre- 


quent viſits to my father, made him ſhew his odious 


figure very often before my window, . from whence he 
was ſhewn to me. ; | 

Cla. He comes this way; I'll leave you; Going. 
— But, Louiſa, when you ſee your brother, be ſure you 
don't tell him I. am gone to the convent, of St Catha- 
rine's, two doors down on the right fide of the pizza. 

Lou. Oh, you may depend upon it, I will tell him 
where you may not be found: (Going. ) But my dear 
friend, will you allow me to make uſe of your name, 


* 


2s L may find occaſion ? 
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* 
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Cla. Wich all my heart; any thing in my power 

you may command _ [Exit Clara. 
| Enter Ts AA. 

Ia. Aye, aye !——there's no doubt this little figure: 
of mine will ſoon captivate the heart of Don Guzman's- 
daughter, But whom have we here? -= a pretty 
girl, faith !=—— how ſhe eyes me! ¶ e approaches) aye, 
aye, ſhe is certainly ſtruck with my drefs and figure: 
and I don't wonder at it; I have ſome reaſon to think 
they are particularly ſtriking. | | 

Lou. Sir, your ſervant :—good ſtranger, I hope you 
will excuſe this liberty; I have a favour to requeſt 
of you hh 

[/a. J am ſorry for you, young woman ;—hut I am 
poſitively engaged — ** ö 

Lou. But, Sir, you don't ſeem to underſtand me 


uld 


more. //a. I can't make you any honourable propoſals 
and, if I was to offer any thing. elſe, I: ſuppoſe you 
artnet have ſome good natured brother or coufin, that would 


run me through the guts. 
ention. I am forry for you. © | * 
ne Jer Lou. It is not your perſon I ſolicit; I have no am- 
:omvel- WY bition of that kind; my fuit is of a very different na- 
er $005 ture: To be plain with you, Sir, I am tald you are 


* 


Vou have no hopes, child; 


nded 1 acquainted with Signior Antonio; if it is nat too 
much trouble, and you will lend your pity. to a ſtranger, 
pleaſe to direct him to me. 4+ 

his fre- Iſa. Oh,—then, 'tis not me you're fond of 

odious Leu. You no, indeed. 


ENCE he Ja. Why, then, I muſt tell you, that you are a little 
1 confident, ſelf-ſufficient minx, and not the perſon I 
Going. ¶ took you far. But pray, young woman, what is your 


ſure Jou name 
x Carbs: Lou. Clara, Sir, Don Guzman's daughter, —I have 


e Piazza. left my father's houſe in purſuit of my lover, who as 


tell him yet knows nothing of the matter. | 

my dear 7/7, Hum !—this may turn to my advantage ;—for 

dur name, Loviſa, I know, is fond of Antonio, and, if ſhe ſhould 
be jealous of Clara, ſhe will then conſent to marry me, 


n revenge for Antonio's ſallchaed. (46. ]—Web, 
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Miſs, to ſhew you my good nature, Fl forgive che af. x 
front you offered me; I will endeavour to find your 7 

lover, and ſend him to you immediately. In the 

mean time, here comes a friend of mine, I can, confide 

in; he will take care of you while I look for Antonio, 


Enter CarLos. 


1/a, Carlos, this is a young lady whoſe lover I am Car 
goitg-in ſearch of; you will take her to my lodgings, 
till L ad him.— Be ſure to take particular care of her. 
Tou. Oh, Sir, nom that you, are acquainted with my 
ſituation, ſure you won't deceive me ; if you do, it 
will reader me miſerable 
Car. Well ſaid, female politician. 


AIR, 


l s Lau. 
Car, Had I a heart for falſhood fram'd, 
I ne'er could injore you: Car. 
For, 8 your tongue no promĩſe claim'd, Ila. 
Your charms would make me true. 
To you no foul ſhall bear deceit, a 
No ſtranger offer wrong ; . bake: 
For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, | bs 
And lovers in the young, 5 
But when they learn that you have bleſt 
Another with your heart, © 
They'll bid aſpiring paſſions reſt, 
And aQ a brother's part. 
£ Then, lady, dread not here deceit, | Jer. 
Nor fear to ſuffer wrong; N 4 
For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, Plannir 
And lovers in the young. Ja. 
; 22 CF 24738 am mu 
Toe” | DIALOGUE, ER. 1 
a. My miſtreſs expects me, and I muſt go to her, 05 24 
Or how can J hope for a ſmile ? 45 3 


Lou. Soon may you return a proſperous wooer, 


But think what I ſuffer the while ! toni. 
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Alone and away from the man that I love, 
In ftrangers I'm foreed to confſide. | 

Ia. Dear lady, my friend, you may truſt, aud he'll , 

prove hou | r 

Your ſervant, protector and guide. 


AIX. 5 | 1 


Car. Gentle maid; ah! why ſuſpect me? 
Let me ſerve and then reject me. 
Can'ſt thou truſt, and I deceive thee? 
my Art thou ſad, and ſhall T prieve thee ? 
d, it Gentle maid, ah! why ſuſpe& me ? 
| Let me ſerve thee—then reje& me, 


' TRIO. 


Lau. Never may'ſt thou happy be, 
If in ought thou'rt falſe to me! 
Car. Never may I bappy, &c.' 
i Ja. Never may he, &c. GL. 


— 


— 


Ja. 1 am ſure my good friend will do all in his 
power to amuſe you, till I find Antonio, and ſend him 
to you,—I muſt on another errand. [Exeunt, 


ACT 11. -SCENE I. 


Parlour in Dox Jezome's Houſe. 
Enter Dox JeroME and IsAac, meeting, 


Jer. A H! little Iſaac, I rejoice to fee thee——l 
have been thinking of thee, and have been 

planning for thy happineſs. c * 
Ja. Don Jerome, you are too good to me; and-I 
am much obliged to you.— ] date ſay you have thought 
me tardy in my viſit ; hut a circumſtance has detained 
me which I will inform you of —Your neighbour, Don 
Guzman's daughter, is run away from her father ;—I 
met her in my way hither z and ſhe ſent me to ſeek 

atonio. Lou {ce I can keep a ſecret, 

& : 41 Jer. 


*% 
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Jer. Ah, Iſaac, ſee when my daughter will ſerve 
me ſuch a trick.— I am wiſer than them all.— 1 have 
locked her up, to make ſure of her. 

Ia. And fee when my miſtreſs will ſerve me ſo.— 
My aunt always called, me wiſe little Solomon ; let 
Iſaac alone ; he's a cunning little dog ; a little roguiſh, 
now and then, in money matters ; but keen, deviliſh 
keen !—I will ſend Antonio to her; in which caſe he 
will be no longer my rival with Louiſa! Ay! ay! 
I am deviliſh keen But, what hopes of ſucceſs have 
I with your fair daughter? ; . 

Fer. Why, indeed, ſhe is like all her ſexs 
little perverſe ; but I have lock'd her up, and have 
ſworn never to ſee her more, 'till ſhe is obedient to my 
commands ;—and, to-morrow, Iſaac, I intend you 
hall marry her.— O! ſhe is a beautiful creature. 

Ja. I do not doubt it.—Pleaſe, Sir, to give me 2 
deſcription of her. | 
Fer. With all my heart. —Let me fee now,—her 
eyes are like diamonds of the firſt water. 

1/a. Diamonds of the firſt water; that's very good; 
But I had much rather they were real diamonds. [Aldi. 

Jer. Her ſkin is like the pureſt dimity ; her 
teeth are even, and whiter, and better enamelled than 
elephants—and her voice is like a Virginian nightin- 
gale z—and as for dimples—hold, — hold, —dimples did 
1 ſay ?— No, ſhe has but one dimple ; but I defy you 
to tell which is the prettieſt, the cheek that bas the 
dimple, or the cheek that has not the dimple :—then 
her chin ;—ſhe has a lovely down on her chin, like 

the down of a peach. n | 

IE. Lord! Lord ! I am afraid I ſhall be overpower- 
ed with her beauty; and I ſhould not care to be in 
love with any thiog but her money ;—but, for ny 
port I don't much mind whether handſome or other: 
Wile. | | 


* 


- 


AIR. 


Ha. Give Iſaac the nymph who no beauty can boaft, 
But health and good humour to make her his _ 


# 


wh + © 


er 


inſtrut 


Fer 
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If flraigkt, I don't mind whether ſlender or fat, 
At ſix feet, or four—we'll ne'er quarrel for that. 


Whate'er her complexion, I vow I don't care ; 
If brown, it is laſting —more pleaſing if fair. 
- And, tho? in her cheeks I no dimples ſhould ſee, 
Let her ſmile—and each dell is a dimple to me. 


Let her locks be the reddeſt that ever were ſeen, 
And her eyes—be e'en-any colour but green; 

For in eyes, though ſo various in lufire and hue, 
I ſwear I've no choice—only let her have two. 


*Tis true I'd diſpenſe with a throne on her back, 
And white teeth I own--are genteeler than black. 

A little round chin too's a beauty I've heard, 
But I only defire—that ſhe mayn't have a beard, 


Jer. There! there! go your ways to her; that 
way leads to her chamber ;—the maid: will conduct you 
to the apartment. zo 

1/a. I muſt confeſs, I feel a little baſhful. How 
ſhould I addreſs her?: Do you think ſhe will be 
ruck with my figure? ? 

Fer. You a lover !—and aſk that queſtion—let me 
inſtruft ou 


AIR. 
Jer. When the maid whom we love 
No intreaties can move, 
Who'd lead a life of pining ? 
If her charms will excuſe 


The fond raſhneſs you uſe, 
Away with idle whinning! 


Ne'er ſtand like a fool, 
With looks ſheepiſh and cool; 
—Such baſhful love is teazing: 
But with ſpirit addreſs, 
And you're ſure of ſucceſs; 
For honeſt warmth is pleahvg/ 


8. | Nay, 


- 


Z 


\ 
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Nay, though wedlock's your view, 
Like a rake if you'll woo, 11 4 
Girls ſooner quit their coldneſs; 
They know beauty inſpires 
Leſs reſpect than deſires 4 
Hence love is prov'd by boldneſs.— 
30 ne'er ſtand like a fool, &c. 
| [Exit Don Jerome, 


| SCENE II. Chamber. 


% 
o 
- 
4 


Jia. Hark! I thought I heard her :—No it was 7 
only my fears !--Lord ! ſhe muſt be a moſt beautiful 0 
and enchantipg creature ! think I hear the rat. bibs 
Hog of filks ; it muſt be ſhe, —O here ſhe comes. i: 

Enter Duznxa drefjed like Louisa. D. 

Duen. Sir, your ſervant my 1 

Jſa. Your ſervant, madam + v4 time ; 

, © Duen, My papa has informed me, Sir, that you are 4 
the gentleman who has kindly profeſſed a partiality for 4 
me. — Will you pleafe to fit down, Sir? 1/a. 


Ila. Madam, I hope—I hope, madam—{( Advance: Wt 32y 
ſlowly towards the chuir,) — O 12 !—{ Duenna' advancing if you 
towards the chair. )--I don't know what to fay.,—-(Se: ſuch y 


her.)—Zounds, what a witch! . | Due 
Duen. What's the matter, Sir ?—-you appear fright- ac 
ened. my laſt 


Iſa. No, madam, I'm oblig'd to you—Zovnds ! is thi 
the bit of dimity he told me of ?—Bur as long as ſhe hes 
money enough, I'll try to reconcile her looks. [Ad. 

Duen. I hope you are not ill, Sir ?—— 

Iſa. Only a little ſurpriz'd, madam 1 your beauty 
has overcome me.— Ves, ſhe has the down upon het 
chin, ſure enough. l [ Afide 

Duen. Do, pray fit down, Sir »»-you'll, wonder 2 
my condeſcenſion, Sir but I was inform'd you wi 
the pooreſt, little diminutive  wretch z—that you e 
ill-made, yellow-faced, ſnub-nos'd ;—inſtead of which 
I find you ſo genteel, ſo well-bred, that I protel 
I am quite charm'd with you, * ien a8 J 

Ja. There is ſomething very pretty in the tone d 
her voice. | Dri 


Duen 
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Duen, You are really ſo captivating, that I am quite 
delighted with you, —ſo much, that maiden modeſty 
gives way to the ſtriking proportion of your perſon. 

Ia. Faith, now I look at her again, the is not quite 
ſo ugly.— (drawing nearer )-— Will you pardon me, ma- 
dam, if I ſalute you ?—(4iffes her;)—Faugh }-<A man 
might as well kiſs a hedg2-hog. LA ade. 

Duen. But, Sir, you muſt pardon me, - you ſhould 
get rid of that filthy beard 1 proteſt it is like an 
artichoke. etl ata oe 

I/a. Why as you ſay, miſs, the razor would not be 
amiſs—for either of us. Aida. But, I am told you 
have a ſweet voice, miſs, will you pleaſe to favour 
me with a fong—by way of paſſing the time? 

Duen. My papa, Sir, is afraid to truſt me even with 
my mulic-maſter ; and I have not practiſed for ſame 
time z but I'll try, (Endeavour: to feng, but ſcreams.) 

are 2. Very like a_Virginian nightingale [Aide 
— ven, I'm very hoarſe, Sir. | Wn 
Laa. Oh, pray, miſs, don't trouble yourſelf to ſing 
ance 2c more; I hear you are very hoarſe :—bnt, perhaps, 

if you took it lower, it would not oblige you to make 

an ſuch very wry faces, an 
” Duen. I have a very great cold, Sir ; but to pleaſe 
kriecht: V 2<<ompliſhed a gentleman, 1'll endeavour to recollect 
8 my laſt new words. * 


OMe, 


| Is" * 


Duen, When a tender maid 
ls firſt efſay'd | 
By ſome admiring ſwain, 
How her bluſhes riſe, 
If ſhe meets his eyes, 
While he unfoids his pain ! 


If he takes her hand, ſhe trembles quite | 44 

Touch her lips—and ſhe ſwoons outright. 
While a pit-a pat, &c. 

Her heart avows her fright. 


R2 * But 
* 
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But in time appear 
Fewer figns of fern: 
The youth ſhe boldly views: 
If her hand he graſpo, 
Or her boſom claſp, 
No mantling bluſh enſues { ! 


Then to church well pleaſed the lovers move, 
While | her ſmiles her contentment prove ; 
"7" TR pit-a-pat, &c. 
Her heart avows her love. 


Ta. Well, Miſs Eovifa, may I hope for the hap- 
pineſs of calling you mine to-morrow ?——It is your 
father's deſire, and what I'moſt ardently wiſh for. 
Duen. One thing promiſed, and I ſhall freely con- 
ſent.— As my father treated me with fuch ſeverity, 1 
made a vow never to receive a huſband from his hands: 


But if you will obtain the key of the garden gate, un- 4 
der pretence of our walking, I will elope' from thence upo 
with you. | 1 3 
Za. ( Paufing) In that caſe, I will not be obliged to 10g 
wake any ſettlement on her. (Aide) Yes, Miſs, 1 L 
will endeavour to prevail upon your father, as I am Sucl 
very much in his good grace. law. 
; Ky Enter Cax Los. 
Car. Well ſaid, brother Iſaac, that is to be. I ſee 
vou are a briſk, and I hope a thriving wooer. 
La. As to that, thriving enough ;—but as to your ſil. 
ter, pray, was you ever told there was a fawily likeneſs 7% 
Duen. What does my brother ſay, Mr Tac ? with 
Iſa. I am fo puzzled, I don't know what to fay— fathe; 
for heaven's ſake, ſay or ſing ſome thing to pleaſe her. te 
Car. I'll ſtrive to pleaſe you both. She is very 2 
tenacious of her beauty, — ; How 
Ja. I don't doubt it ;—ſhe has a damn'd deal of it ; la 
and ſhe ovght to hold it faſt. | | bow o 


AIR. 


Car. Ah, ſure a pair was never ſeen 


So juſtly form'd to meet by nature; 1 
[+ 
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The youth excelling ſo in mein, 
The maid in ev'ry grace of feature! 
O, how happy are ſuch lovers, 
When kindred beauties each diſcovers ! 
For ſurely ſhe l 
Was made for thee, 


Aud thou to bleſs this lovely creature 


So mild your looks, your children thence 
Will early learn the taſk of duty, 
The boys with all their father's ſenſe, 
The girls with all their mother's beauty ; 
O, how happy to inherit | 
At once ſuch graces and ſuch ſpirit ! 
Thus, while you live, 
May fortune give— 
Each bleſſing equal to your merit! 


Ja. Carlos, I thank thee. Now, Miſs, I'll Wait 
upon your father and obtain the key. . 

Duen. Be ſure. you don't tell my papa how comply- 
4to ing I have been, 


lifs, 1 Ia. O, you may depend Miſs upon my prudence,— 
18 Such a damn'd piece of conceit and 7 I never 
ſaw-in my life. —(Afide.) { Exeunt ſeverally. . 
. lee SCENE III. Chamber. 
£ of Enter Don Jexome and IsAac. 8 
cenels! Jer. Well, Iſaac, what reception did you meet 
with ?—L[s ſhe not a fine girl?—She has her grand- 
ſay— father's lip to a hair. . 
e her. Id. Aye, and her grandfather's chin to a hair? (Aft. 
is very Fer. Well, Iſaac, what reception did you meet with? 
: How did my daughter behave ? 
1 of it ; Jaa. Why, better than I thought :—But, pray, 
how old may your daughter be? N 
Jer. Let me ſee :—twelve and eight, ay, is juſt 
twenty, 
| Ie. Then III venture to ſay, ſhe is the oldeſt look- 
* "7k ing girl of her age in the kingdom. —Why, zounds ! ' 


he might paſs for my grandmother ;—and as to her 
; R 3, | Mi, 


„ 
— _— « . 
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| Kin, that you told me was like the puteſt dimity, by 


this light it is downright nankeen :—And then her 
teeth being white—why, they're as black as a coal; 
where one is ivory, its neighbour is pure ebony, alter- 


nately black and white, like the keys of an harpſichord, 


Her voice too, you told me, was like a Virginian 
nightingale : why, it's like a crack'd warming pan: 

—And,. as for, dimples!—To be ſure ſhe has the 
devil's own diraples! Yes! and you told me ſhe had a 
lovely down upon her chin, like the down of a peach; 
but, damme, if ever I ſaw ſuch down upon any human 


creature in my life, except once upon an old goat. 


Fer. What, vir! do you mean to inſult me, and 
abuſe my daughter, that is allowed to be the hand- 
ſomeſt girl in all Spain — But I ſuppoſe you want to 
be off from the match. 

Ia. What the devil ſhall I. fay now ?—Why then, 
ſeriouſly, Don Jerome, do you think your daughter 
handſome ? 

Fir. The fineſt girl in all Spain 

fa. Lord! Lord! how partial ſome parents are to 


their children l Then fince you provoke me to ſpeak, 


ſhe's a downright witch—— 
Enter FexninaxD; 


Fer, Hey day !—you ſeem to be upon odd terms, 


for a father and ſon-in-law. 

Fer. What's that to you, you jack-a-napes ! 

Ia. He looks plaguy angry with me. I believe I 
had better draw in my horns, or I ſhan't.have his bit 
of dimity. | (Alige.) 

AIR. 


Jſa. Believe me, good fir, I ne'er meant to offend, 
My miſtreſs J love, and I value my friend: 
To win her and wed her is itill my requeſt, 
For better for worſe—ond I ſwear I don't jeſt. 
Fer. Zounds ! you'd Lett not nenn rage 
is lo high, 


1/a. Hold him faſt; I beſeech you, his rage is ſo high» 
Good fir, you're too hor, and this place I 2 
. 


6 E-. 
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Fer. You're a knave and a fop, and this place bad 
beſt fly. . | 

Iſa. You are in ſuch a paſſion now: (going to him.) 
Did you think I was in earneſt *—T was but jeſting all 
the while. —You'rz fo haſty, Don Jerome ;—T hed only 
a mind to joke a little; that was all upon my honour ! 

Jer. Then you was not in earneſt !—Zounds! IL. 
thought you were in earveſt,- But I can, forgive a 
joke as well as any one: — but take care how you. 
carry your jokes fo far; for I was near being in a bit 
of a paſſion. Come, get ſome wine here; and that will: 
drown. all animoſities. y 15 . 


AIR, Tat. 


Don Jirome, Iſaac, and Ferdinand. 
A bumper of good liquor, 
Will end a conteſt quicker, 
'Than Juſtice, Judge, or Vicar : 
So fill a cheerful glaſs, 
And let good humour paſs. 


But if more deep the quarre], 
Why ſooner drain the barrel, 
Than be the hateful fellow, 

That's crabbed when he's mellow. 


A bumper, & c. [Exeunt.. 


SCENE IV. Street: 


Isaac and: AnTow10, meeting. 


Iſa: Good day, Antonio : I am glad to. have met: 
you: 1 have been in purſuit of you, 

Ant. I am happy you have found me. What is your 
buſineſs with me Iſaac? 

1a. Only a little love affair :—that's all—-Chra is 
run away from her father, Don Guzman; and. has 
laid her commands upon me, to bring you to her. .You. 
have no objeRion, L hope, Sir: —a very fine girl _—_ 
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Ant. Two things forbid it:—friendſhip and honour. 
— Clara, Don Guzman's daughter.— It cannot be me 
ſhe. ſent for. 

1/a. Oh, damn your friendfhip and honour... Go to 
her,—1 fay it was you ſhe ſent for, and go you muſt, 
She: is all impatience, and waiting, at Don Carlos's 
lodgings. Come, come, and I'll conduct you to her. 

Ant. Well, I'll go to her.— Poſſibly I way be able 
to ſerve her, with regard to my friend Ferdinand. 
(Ale) —Lead on, Iſaac, and I'll follow. 

Ja. Methinks you are deviliſh loth to viſit a pret- 
ty wench.—If ſhe had ſent for me, I ſhould have ta- 
ken pity on her inſtantly. IExcunt. 


SCENE V. Chamber. 


Emer Lovisas 
. 


Lou. What bard, O Time, diſcover, 
ä With wings firſt made thee move! 
Ah! ſure he was ſome lover 1 
Who ne'er had left his love! 


For who that once did prove 
The pangs which abſence brings, 
Tho? but one day 
He were away, 
Could picture thee with wings. 
What bard, Ce. 


Enter CARLOS. 


Lou. What has detained you ſo long ?—Where: is 
Antonio ? | 

Car. I have been in ſearch of him, but without ſuc · 
ceſs: Iſaac is now in purſuit of him. 

Lou. Cruel, cruel, man !— You was never in love; 
elſe you would never ſport with the anxiety of a ten- 
der heart]. (Carlos br.) But, was you, Carlos, was 
vou ever in love? 


* 


Car, 


Dur. 
me 


to 
uſt, 
los's 
I. 
able 
and. 
pret- 
ta- 
cunt, 


ere is 
at ſuc · 


love; 
a ten- 


8, Was 


Car 
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Car. T, was, Louiſa. 


Lou. And was. your miſtreſs ye? | 
Car. Oh! had ſhe been always ſo I had been happy. 


AIR. 


Car. Oh, had my love ne'er ſmil'd on me, 

T n&er had known fuch anguiſh, 

- But, think how falſe, how cruel fhe, 
To bid me ceaſe to languith ; 
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To bid me hope her hand to gain, wal 
Breath on a flame had pe riſh'd. 
And then, with cold and fix'd diſdain, 
To kill the hope ſhe cheriſh'd ! 


Not worſe his fate—who, on a wreck 
That drove as winds did blow ii 
Silent had left the ſhatter'd deck, 
To find a grave below it: 8 


Then land was cried no more refign'd, 

He glow'd with joy to hear it, 

—— Not worſe his fate — his woe to find 
The wreck muſt fink eber near it. 


| "Enter @ SRvaNUr. 
Serv. Two gentlemen below, Gir. l 
Lou. Antonio and Iſaac, no doubt. We'll retire 


a moment, to ſee Antonio's ſurpriſe. Let us ſtep into- 
this oom. [Goes te the dar of the ſcents 


Enter AxTon1o, Isaac, and SERVANT. 


Ia. Where is Clara? I have found Antonio, and 
have brought him to you at laſt: for it was with great. 
difficulty I perſuaded him to come with me. [Ser- 
vant points to the door where Louiſa ir.—— Antonio 
goes in reludtantly. 

Ia. I think I'll juſt take a peep to ſee the meeting.— 
So, o, I think he has pretty well reconciled his friend- 
ſhip and honour to the interview. He does not ſeem to 
feel any qualms of conſcience now ; Ill leave them to ſet · 


tle the reſt, and purſue my own buſineſs. EAI. 
Enter 


oY 
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Enter Louisa, AxTox10, and CarLos. 
Ant. And are you ſure the Jew does not ſuſpect 


tha plot contrived againſt him? 


Lou. Not in the leaſt—he is too vain of his own 
perſon; and money is his aim: therefore he thinks 
every charm is centered in the Duenna. | 

Ant. How ſhall I thank. you, my. dear Louiſa, for 
the confidence you repoſe in me ?—Alas! I frared 
my all was loſt ; conſidering my want of fortune, and 
that your father's cruelty would oblige us to renounce 
our love. 

Car. Permit me, wy dear friend, to 'with you joy 
on this happy meeting. May every hour of your 
life prove as happy as the preſent ! 

Ant, I thank you, my dear Carlos. — And now, 
Loviſa, that happineſs is within our reach, why ſhould 
we delay one moment? I Il go and bring a prieſt, 
that ſhall put it out of the power of man to part us. 

[ Going. 

Lou. [Stepping him] Stay, Antonio !—Thovgh I have 
been imprudent ſo as to leave my father's houſe, 
and fly to you for protection, it was to avoid the hated 


marriage with the Jew:.— But you'll ſhew your love 


by leaving the management of this to my direction. 

Car. Come, come, Antonio, as my ſiſter has hither- 
to confided in you, Ptis but juſt you ſhould let her 
now command. . Of” 482+. | 

Ant. I muſt obey.— But why do we trifle with the 
hours, ſo precious to us both? Your father muſt be 
reconciled, when we are made one. | 

Lou. No more, I beſeech you, ——T will go to my 
friend Clara's apartment, and write my letter ; I hope 
you will not fail to meet me there. | 


Al. I ſubmit with pleaſure, and ſhall be impatient. 


for the moment. 
| AIR. Talio. 


Ax roxto, CaRLos, and Lovis. 


f Soft pity never leaves the gentle breaſt, 
Where love has been receiv'd a welcome guelt ; 


$ 


% 
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As wand'ring ſaints, poor huts have ſacred made, 
He hallows ev'ry heart he once has ſway d; 
And (when his preſence we no longer ſhare) - 
Still leaves compaſſion as a reli there. 


ACT HI. SCENE 1. 
Hall in Dom Jexonn's Houſe, 


Enter Dow Jzroms, aud SERVANT. 
Fer. W ELL, to be ſure, thoſe women are ſtrange 


beings : they never know their own 
minds a minute. Why now, it was but this mor- 
ning that ſhe could never marry Iſaac, becauſe he was 
a Jew : and behold this afternoon the has cloped with 
him. Are you ſure it was them 
Serv. O yes, Sir, it was indeed. I ſaw them in a 
poſt- chaiſe, driving from the garden gate. You know, 
Sir, it was by your commands the gardiner gave him 
the key to walk with my young lady on the parterre. 
Fer. I rejoice to hear it——the news makes my 
old heart glad; —— and my daughter will be happy. 


Enter Sexvant with a Letter. 


Ser. My maſter, Iſaac, ſends this letter with all due 
reſpe& to your honour, a>” 

Jer. Here, give it me, you dog This is to in- 
form me, I ſuppoſe he is married, and crave my leave 
to return am tranſported !—( Reads) ——* Sir, 
* your approbation of what I have already done would 
give me the greateſt pleaſure: I am anxious to re- 
* ceive your bleſſing; and will immediately return, if 
L have your permiſſion. Louiſa's duty to her deareſt 
father. By the time this reaches your hand, I ſhall 
* be honoured with the title of your ſon-in-law. [aac 
* Mendoza.” As I could wiſh!——Here, Lo- 
pez! Francis! Vaſquez ! put on your beſt ſuits of li- 
veries; throw open all the doors; call the cook; bid 
him prepare a ſupper with all the delicacies Spain af- 
fords i= bid all my neighbours welcome, and — p 

them 
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them to partake of my happineſs ; tell them I expect 
my fon and daughter home. —— Get the keys of the 


cellar, and make all happy. 
Enter ſecond StxvanT with a Letter. 


Serv. This from my young miſtreſs, 

Fer. Why, aye, this is from "Louiſa. Since Iſaac 
wrote to me, what need the little baggage trouble her. 
ſelf ? One would think they were not together 
when theſe were wrote Let me ſee [ Reads) 
— © Deareſt papa, tho" I have been ſo imprudent 
© as to leave your houſe, I hope you. ſhill pardon the 
« indiſcretion : It is with a man who is paſſionately 
fond of me, and whoſe merit equally claims my re- 
gard. Your conſent, before the ceremony is per- 
c . will make bleſſed your dutiful daughter, 
© Louiſa.” o, get pen, ink, and paper, in my 


room, that I may ſend my conſent with all haſte. — 


My heart is ſo light, methinks I have renewed my age. 
3 8 
Fer. O the days when I was young! 
| When I laugh'd in fortune's ſpite, 
Talk'd of love the whole day long, 
And with neQar crown'd the night. 
Then it was, old father Care, 
Little reck'd I of thy frown ; 


* Half the malice yooth could bear, 


And the reſt a bumper drown 
O the days, c. 


Truth, they ſay, lies in a well; 
Why I vow I ne'er could ſee— 
Let the water dtinkers tell, 
There it always lay for me: 
For, when, ſ{parkliog wine went round, 
Never faw I falſchood's maſc: 
But ftill honeſt truth I found 1K 
In the bottom of each flax 
O the days, Sc. 10 4 
N 1 Ins 1 True, 
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True, at length my vigour's own, ; 
I have years to bring decay ; 
Few the locks that now I own, 
And the few I have are grey. 
Yet, old Jerome, thou may'ſt boaſt, 
While thy ſpirits do not tire, 
Still beneath thy age's froſt, 
Glows a ſpark of youthful fire, 
O the days, c. 


SCENE II. Sire. 


Enter FzxpvinanD, walking about uneaſy, 
mr Ferd. To what a dreadful dilemma have I brought 


* myſelf by my own officious folly . to loſe the only 
mew object upon earth I could be happy with! Yet, 
Vage. why ſhould I condemn myſelf! it is too plain her af- 


fections are eſtranged z and Antonio is the happy man- 


AIR. 
Ferd. Ah! cruel maid, how haft thou chang'd 


The temper of my mind! 
My heart, by thee, from mirth eſtrang'd, 
Becomes, like thee, unkind ! 


By fortune favour'd, clear in fame, 
I once ambitious was: 


And friends I had that fann'd the flame, 
And gave my youth applauſe—— 


But now my weakneſs all abuſe, F 
Yet vain their taunts on me; - 1 
Friends, fortune, fame itſelf I'd loſe, 
To gain one ſmile from thee. 


Yet only thou ſhould not deſpiſe 
My folly or my woe ; 
Tf I am mad in others eyes, 


?Tis thou baſt made me ſo. 
-” 5 8 


Prue, 
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But days like theſe with doubting curſt, 
I will not long endure; 

Am ] deſpiſed I know the worft, 
And alſo know my cure. 


If falſe, her vows ſhe. dare renounce, 
She inſtant ends my pain; 

For Oh! that heart muſt break at once, 
Which cannot heal again. 


Enter IsAAc haſlily. 
Ferd. Whither in ſuch hafte, Iſaac ? 


matter? | 

1/a. O, Ferdinand, is that you? What think you 
of the gentle Clara, Don Guzman's daughter ?—She is 
run away from her father, for the ſake of her lover; 
and ſhe lays he knows nothing of the matter. 

Ferd. Dear girl! no more I did.—Where is ſhe ? 

Ja. Be but patient and I'll tell you all. —She ſent 
for him 

Ferd. Well, carry me to her this moment! (drag- 
ging Iſaac) carry me to her! 

La. Well, well, mercy on us, how violent you are! 
— Why I did carry the perſon ſhe ſent for; it was Don 
Antonio. 

Ferd. Antonio, that ſhe ſent for! 

Iſa. Yes it was.— But he was deviliſh loth to go, 
till I perſuaded him — He talked much about friendſhip 
and honour :— But I ſaid damn your honour. 

Ferd. The devil you did.— Q wretch that I am! 
miſery and diſtraction come upon me! | : 

La. Why, ſure, you was not the fool that was in 
love with her.— Ha! ha! ha! 

Ferd. You unfeeling Iſraelite !-—you dog! don't 
you pity me? ( Collaring bim.) 

Iſa. O yes, Sir, 1 do pity you moſt heartily, Dear 
brother inflaw !-—_ _ 

Ferd. You do pity me, do you, villain ? 


What's the 


( Going 


10 beat him.) 


Ifa. O, no Sir, upon my ſoul I do not pity you; 
wy dear brother-in-law ! | = 
* 
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Ferd. There, then :—take that, villain! and that! 
and that. [Following him round the flags, beating bim] 

Ja. Oh! my dear brother-in-law,—that” is to be 
On! ſpate me, my dear brother! 

Ferd. Then, firrah, begone ! and remember, 'tis 
only your infignificance that protects you. 

J. Then egad, my infignificance is the beſt friend 
T ever had ia all my life.— Oh! what a curſed, bully- 
headed, bloody-minded, ſwaggering dog it is! [Exit 


Healing off.) 
5 the A 1 R. 
Ferd. Sharp is the woe that wounds the jealous mind, 
k you When treach'ry two fond hearts wou'd rend, 
She is But O! how keener far the pang, to find 
over; That traitor in our boſom friend. 
: | | 
Ph SCENE III. uod. 
(drag Enter CLARA, Lovisa, and AnTonio., 
AIR. 
u are! Cla. By him we love offended, ; 
as Don How ſoon our anger flies ! | 
One day apart tis ended, 
Behold him, and it dies ! 
A Laſt night your roving brother 
Enorag'd I bade depart, 
And ſure his rude preſumption 
1 Deſerv'd to loſe my heart. 
was in Vet, were he now before me, 
In ſpite of injur'd pride, 
1 don't I tear my eyes wou'd pardon 
Before my tongue could chide. 
— Dear By him we love, &c. 
With truth the bold deceiver 
wk To me-thus oft has faid 
* | In vain would Clara flight me 
ny Fn, In vain ſhe would upbraid ! 7 
Ferd. 8 2 0 No 
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. No ſcorn thoſe lips diſcover . 
Where dimples laugh the while; 
No frowns appear reſentful, 
Where heav'n has plac'da ſmile !“ 
By him we love, &c. 


Cla, My dear Louiſa, you will ſoon be happy 
For my part, I am doom'd to paſs the long ſslitary 
hours in this dreary manſion—Heigho ! (Sig bing. 

Lou. Indeed, my dear, you are miſtaken; for, if 
— father does not give his conſent, how are we to 
ive? 

Ant, Do not grieve, my deareſt 1oveäxöß⸗łöU 


AIR. 


An. How oft, Louiſa, haſt thou ſaid 
(Nor wilt thou the fond boaſt di ſown, ) 
Thou wouldſt not loſe Antonio's love 
To reign the partner of a throne ! 


And by thoſe lips that ſpoke ſo kind! 
And by this hand I preſs to mine ! 
To gain a ſubject nation's love, 
I {wear I would not part with thine. | 


Then, how, my ſoul, can we be poor, 

Who own what kingdoms could not buy! 
Of this true heart thou ſhalt be queen, 

And ſerving thee—a monarch I, 


Thus uncontroul'd in mutual bliſs 
And rich in love's exhauſtleſs mine— 
Do thou ſnatch treaſures from my lips, 
And III take kingdoms back from thine ! 


Emuter a Nu, veiled, with a letter. 


Lou. Now, indeed, we are nearer happineſs, —Here's. 
a wonderful change my father's free conſent. 

Ant. Is it poſhble !—This is joy beyond expreſſion ! 
Let us no longer delay our bliſs ?—-I will fly and 
bring the prieſt, | Es 

Low. Stay, Antonio. $0 

Ant. My life — Lou. 
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Lou. Had not you better take me with you ?—per- 
haps you will not find me here on your return. 

Ant. Thus let me thank thee for thy fond advice, 
[ Kiſſer her. [Exeunt Antonio and Louiſa, 

Cla. There they go, as happy as heart can wiſh ;— 
May every bleſſing attend them !_ | 


Enter F6RDINAND looking afier AxTox10 and Lovisa. 


ing. Cla. So! this ſhould be Ferdinand, —How got he 

r, If in, IL wonder !—By the help of a bribe, no doubt. 

e to Ferd. | Looking after them.) There is. Antonio with 
ber; and, for ought I know, going to be married, I 
ſhall run diſtrated ! [ Going, 

Cla. Sir! Sir! L fopping bim. 

Ferd. Pſha! let me alone w 

Cla. What do you want, Sir ?—you appear unhappy. 

Ferd. Not you, child, not you. But, pray, good 
nun, is not that Antonio ? | 

Cla. Aſſuredly it is. 

Ferd. And, is not that Clara with him? 

Cla. Clara is not yet gone out of the garden. 

Ferd. One queſtion more ; and I' trouble you no 
further Are they going to be married? 

Cla. They are, Sir. 

Ferd. Oh! unfortuuate that I am—But IT will fol- 
low them, upbraid them with their falſehood.— 
and —bave done for ever. [ Exit Ferdinand. 

Cla, Well, Dll follow. Louiſa may not be the only 
bride to-day. 


AIR; 


Cla, Adieu, thou dreary pile, where never dies 
The ſullen echo of repugnant ſighs ! 

Ye ſiſter mourners of each lonely cell, 
Inur'd by hymns and ſorrows, fare ye well! 
For happier ſcenes, I fly this darkſome grove, 
To ſaints a priſon, but a tomb of love ! 
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SCENE IV. Monaſſery. 


Anter Farne Pavi, Fararr FRANCIS, and other- 
Faigns, drinking. ne Fs 


E Paul. Come fill, Here's to the blue-ey'd, nun of 
St Catharine's, [drints, 
All. Agreed—The, blue-ey'd nun of St Catharines, 


F. Paul. Here's to the mother-abbeſls. [drinks. 

All. To our mother-abbels. | drink, 

F. Paul. Have there been any legacies or donations 
fince our laſt meeting ? | 

F. Fran, Fifty pounds from an uſurer, on his death- 
bed, to pray his ſoul through purgatory. 

F. Paul. Well, that will pay for candles, brother 


F. Fran. A thouſand dollars, from a lady, to be ap- 


plied to charitable uſes. ; 
F. Paul, The beſt of uſes,—to diſcharge our wine 


F. Fran. A large filver lamp, by Don Emanuel de 
Caſtro, to be kept continually burning in the tomb of 
St Anthony. | 
F. Paul. Which we will melt down, to bring in 
more luſcious proviſion than any. we have yet mention- 
ed: for 8t Anthony is not afraid to be left in the 
dark—tho* be was = 
F. Fran. Forty piſtoles I have reccived for confel- 


GLEE AvD CHORUS. 


This bottle's the ſun of our table, Y 
His beams are roſy wine, 

We planets who are not able, 
Without his help, to ſhine. 


Let mirth and glee abound, 
You'll ſoon. grow bright, 
With borrow'd light, 


And ſhine as he goes round! 


[ drink, 


-Any thing more? 


F. Paul. 
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F. Paul. Very good — that will help to pay our but- 
cher's bill. a 
[A loud knocking at the door, — they all retire, 
but Paul and Francis. a 
Enter a Pox rx meagre and pale. 


F. Paul. (With a glaſs in his hand) What do'ſt thou 
want ? 

Por. I thought you had done your morning rites. 

F. Paul. Done !—No !— Have we, brother Francis? 

F. Fran, No, not by a bottle, man. 

F. Paul. I ſuppole thy finful diſpoſition has brought 
thee to ſee what was to be had, to gratify thy worldly 
voracious appetite, Thy pamper'd looks are a ſcandal 
to our order. If you are hungry, are there not the 
roots of the earth ! [eats cake. } And, if you are dry, 
is there not the clear ſtream? { Drinks wine.) - 

Por. Some company would ſpeak with your holineſs, 
if your moroing devotions are ended. 

[ Father Paul drinks, and gives the glaſe to the Por- 
ter, who puts it to his mouth.) 

F. Paul. So, you finful wretch, if there had been 
any thing in it, you would have drank. it —— Admit 
them. [Excunt. 


SCENE V. 
Enter Au romo an Is Ae. 


An. We come, father. to folicit your aid to join us 
in nuptial bands, and hope nat too late. 

F. Paul. Yes, Sir, but you are, by half an hour 
you mult be patient, and wait another day. 

Ant. But, good ſather, love is impatient, and we 
cannot wait pray diſpatch us [ Giving gold.] And let 
this plead for me. 

F. Paul. Nay, now you offend me groſly ; I muſt 
not take gold; it hurts my conſcience z but here's a 
place in my habit, you may lodge it in: Upon your 
own head be the fin, And oa this fide is another. th 

a 4. 
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I. O, I underſtand you. There, father. I: ſhall 
need your help preſently ; but diſpatch your preſent 
office. 

P. Paul. The ſins of this town almoſt diſtruct me 
they make me linger in fleſh, to.fee them daily com- 
mitted before my eyes. 

Ant. One would imagine, indeed, they were under 
your noſe ; forit bluſhes more than the reſt of your face, 

Ta. Here comes Ferdinand :. I'll not ſtay, for he's 
a deſperate fellow Antonio, you had better go. 

Ant. Why ſhould I fear him? Bleſſed with my 
love, I' ſtand my ground. 

La. The devil take me if I do; he almoſt broke 
my bones juſt now; ſo I'll take my leave.— Father, 
you ſhall ſee me again. 


Enter FE8sDiwaAnD, 


Ferd. Antonio, is this your friendſhip? How can 
you anſwer for ſuch treatment ? Thy life ſhall pay for 
it: Draw, Sit! [ Draws, 

Lou. Why, brother, you appear angry: ( Diſcover- 
ing herſelf.) What's the matter? 

Enter CLARA behind him, veiled. 


F. Paul. Certainly the man has not a mind to marry 
his own ſiſler! 

Ferd. Louiſa -s it you I have miſtaken for Clara 
all this while — Where has ſhe fled ? ö 

Cla. What is it you want, Sir? Not you child, 
not you [mocking him, 

Ferd. Antonio, I bluſh for my folly-— Louiſa, what 
ſhall I ſay ? Clara, my angel, can you forgive me?! 


Love is blind. 


DUETT O. 


Oſt does Hymen ſmile to hear, 
Worldly vows of feign'd regard; 

Well he knows when they're fincere, 
Never ſlow to give reward. 


For his glory is to prove 
Kind to thoſe who wed for loye, | 
; ; : SCENE 
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SCENE VI. Parknr. 


Enter Dow JEROME. 


Fer. Methinks, they are very flow t——I wiſh they 
were come. Oh, here's Iſaac. 


Enter IsAaac. 


Ia. Jam returned with joy to crave your bleſſing. 

Jer. But where's my daughter? my dear girl! 
hy did not ſhe accompany you ?—Every mo- 
ment is an age *till I ſee her. 


1/a. She is waiting for your permiſhon to throw her- 
ſelf at your feet. 


Jer. Run !—bring her to me :—She'll gladden my 
old heart. (Exit Iſaac.) I am all joy. N 


Enter ISAAc and DUENNA&. 


Jer. O Lord Ils that my daughter? — Why the 
man is ſurely mad! 

Iſa. Why do you look at her fo, Sir? Go, my 
dear, and throw your ſnowy arms round your papa. 
He will forgive you. Don't be uneaſy—go to him 

Duen. My dear papa! ( Running to him and embracing 
him.) You will not ſure be ſo cruel as to diſown me! 

Jer. Papa! dear papa !-——— What the devil do you 
mean? you have not married Urſula the old Duenna,. 
have you, inſtead of my beautiful daughter ? 

Duen. O, you are a cruel parent! 

Fer. O, Lord! Lord! will nobody relieve me from 
this old hag ? 

Ia. Did I not tell you, ſhe was as ugly as the devil; 
and you would not believe me — And ſo then I am. 
taken in with this old Jezebel. 


Duen. I'Il let you know whether I am not a match 
too good for you. 


Enter Auronto and Louis. 


Ant. I come, fir, with wy dear Louiſa, to aſk for- 
giveneſs. and to claim your bleſſing. 


Fer. You ſhall have neither, fir ! You have cheated 


me of my daughter ;——— and do you think I can ſo 
eaſily forgive it ? Ant. 


, 


ov 
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Ant. There. fir, is your own conſent, in your own 
han1-writing, ſigned by your own name. 

Fer. Sir, it was through, a ftratagem you obtained 
that conſeat——and you ſhall not poſſeſs a rial of her 
fortune, | | 

Leu. Believe me, fir, I never meant to deceive you, 
or marry without your conſent :— I would not receive 
Antonio for a huſband, untill 1 obtained it by your 
letter. | | 

Fer. No matter, madam Y.ou ſhall not have 2 
maravedie of your fortune, 

Ant. I care not, fir ;—in herſelf I have a treaſure. 
Give me but your blefling, make me happy, and I am 
content. 

Fer. A generous fellow this, [aſide.] Do you think, 
fir, you are the only man in Spain, that can do a gene- 
rous act? There, Sir: ſince my daughter is your's, her 
fortune ſhall be alſo :—-— There's my bleſſing too: 
and ſince you are ſo generous as to deſpiſe her fortune, 
no man in Spain deſerves it better. | They both-kncel, 

Leu. Accept our grateful thanks !— 


Enter FexDinand and Clara 


Fer. Hey day! what have we here? Have you 
been robbing a nunnery ? 1 

Ferd. This is Donna Clara, Sir, Don Guzman's 
daughter, and my wife, with a good fortune. . 

Jer. Como here, you little ſlut, and kiſs me. You 
voung dog, you have made à good choice. Bleſs you; 
my children! And may you ever be as happy as at 
preſent. 

Iſa. And muſt I ſtand to my bargain with this old 
witch ? 

Duen. Upon my word, you have no need to com- 
plain ; who are you? [Following him round the flage. 
1 will let you know, Sir, I have a brother an Algu- 
zile, that wears a ſword, you ill-looking diminu- 
tive wretch l. 


Iſa. The devil's dam is broke looſe, and her whole 
fury is levelled at me. 


Tou. Well, little Iſaac, you were always keen 
deviliſh keen Ferd. 
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Ferd. Your mother always called you wiſe little. 
Solomon. 

Fer. No body could ever put a trick upon 70u 
Hcy! Iſaac! —— 

Ferd. Cunning little Iſaac ! 

Ta. Is there no way to avoid theſe everlaſting 
tongues ? This door will befriend me: — I'll fly to Jeru- 
ſalem, to get rid of that bit of demity. [Exit Iſaac. 

Duen. Fly where you will—P'll follow you. 


[Exit Duenna. 
FINALE any CHORUS. 


Jer. Come now for jeſt and ſmiling, 
Both old and young beguiling, 
Let us laugh and play, ſo blyth and gay, 
Till we baniſh care away, 
Lou. Thus crow n'd with dance and ſong, 
The hours ſhall glide along, 
With a heart at eaſe—merry, merry glees, 
Can never fail to pleaſe. 


Ferd. Each bride with bluſhes glowing, 
Our wine as roſy flowing, 
Let us laugh and play, Ge. 
Ant. Then a health to every friend, 
The night's repaſt ſhall end, 
With a heart at eaſe, &c, 


C/a. Nor while we are ſo joyous, 
Shall anxious care anpoy us, 
Let us laugh and play, Oc. 
For gen'rous gueſts like theſe, 
Jer. Accept the wiſh to pleaſe. 
So we'll laugh and play, all blyth and gay, 
Your ſmiles drive care away. 


A grand Maſquerade Scene, with Dances, Cc. Fe, 


FINIS. 
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A TRAGEDY REHEARSED. 
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PROLUGCHE: 


By the Honourable Ricyann FrrzrATRICK, 


HE Siſter Muſcs, whom theſe realms obey, * 
Who o'er the Drama hold divided ſway, 

Sometimes, by evil counſellors, tis ſaid 
Like carth born potentates have been miſled : 
In thoſe gay days of wickedneſs and wit, 
When Villigrs criticiz'd what Dryden writ, 
The Tragick Qacen, to pleaſe a taſteleſs crowd, 
Had learn'd to bellow, rant, and roar ſo loud, 
hat ſrigliteu'd Nature, her beſt friend before, 
The bluſt'ring beldam's company forſwore, 
Her comic Siſter, who had wit 'tis true, 
With all her merits, had her ſailiags too; 
And would ſometimes in mirthſul moments uſe 
A ftile too flippant ſor a well-bred Muſe, 
Then female modeſty abaſh'd began 
To ſzek the friendly refuge of the fan, 
Awhile behind that ſlight entrenchment ſtood, 
Till driven from thence, ſhe left the ſtage for good, 
In our more pious, and far chaſter times ! 
"Theſe ſure no longer are the Mule's crimes ! 
But ſome complain that, former faults to ſhun, 
The reformation to extremes has run. 
Ihe frantick hero's wild delirium paſt, 
Now inſipidity ſucceeds bombaſt ; 
80 flow Melpomene's cold numbers creep, 
Here dullneſs ſeems her drowly court to keep, 


And we are ſcarce awake, whilſt you are faſt a{l:ep. 


Thalia, once ſo ill behav'd and rude, 
Reform'd ; is now become an arrant prude, 
Retailing nightly to the yawning pit, 
The pureſt morals, undefiPd by wit! 
Our Author offers in thele motley ſcenes, 
A flight remonſtrance to the Dramꝭ's queens, 
Nor let the goddeſſes be over nice; 
Free ſpoken ſubjects give the teſt advice. 
Although not quite a, novice in his trade, 
His cauſe to night requires no common aid. 
To this, a friendly, juſt, and pow'rful court, 
| come Ambaſſador to beg ſupport. 
Can he undaunted, brave the critick's rage ? 
In civil broils, with brother bards engage ? 
Hold forth their errors to the public eye, 
Nay more, e'en News-papers themſelves defy ? 
Say, muſt his ſingle arm encounter all ? 
By numbers vanquiſl'd, e'en the brave may fall 
And though no leader ſhould ſucceſs diſtruſt, 
Whoſe troops arc willing, and whoſe cauſe is juſt ; 
To bid ſuch hoſts of angry foes defiance, 
His chief dependance mult be, Your ALLIANCE. 
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SCENE I. 
Mr and Mrs DAR LER at Breakfaſt, and reading New/- 


papers. 
Dangle. (reading.) 
ec RUTUS to Lord North.“ “ Letter the ſecond 
tc on the State of- the Army.” —Pthaw |! « To 


« the firſt L— daſh D of the A— dafh Y.“ - Genuine 
« Extract of a leiter from St Kitt's.—“ Coxheath In- 
« tellipeace.”—* It is now confidently aſſerted that Sir 
„ Charles Hardy.”—Pſhaw! —Nqthing but about the 
lect, and the nation !—and 1 hate all politics but chea- 
wical politics. Where's the Morning Chronicle? 

Mrs Dangle. Yes, that's your Gazette. 

' Dangle. So, here we have it. 

*. Theatrical intelligence extraordinary.? — We hear 
„ there is a new tragedy in rehearſal at Drury-Lane 
« "Theatre, call'd the Spaniſh Armada, ſaid to be writ- 
ten by Mr Paff, a gentleman well known in the thea- 
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trical world; if we may allow ourſelves to give credit 
to the report of the performers, who, truth to ſay, are 
in general but indifferent judges, this piece abounds 
& with the molt ſtriking and received beauties of mo- 
dern compoſitionꝰ —80! I am very glad my friend 
Puff's tragedy is in ſuch forwardneſs. Mis Dangle, my 


dear, you will be very glad to hear. that Puff's trage- 
ay 


Mrs Dang/e,, Lord, Mr Dangle, why will you plague 
me about ſuch noaſenſe - Now the plays are begun [ 
thall have no peace.—lan't it ſufficient to make yourſelf 
ridiculous by your paſtion for the theatre, without conti. 
nually tcazing me to join you? Why can't you ride your 
hobby-borſe without defiriog to place me on a pillion be. 
hind you, Mr Dangle ? 

Dangle. Nav, my dear, I was only going, to read 

Mrs Dang/e. No, no; you will never read any thing 
that's worth liſtening to :—-you hate to hear about your 
country ;. there are letters every day with Roman ſigna- 
tures, demonſtrating the certainty of an invaſion, and 
proving that the nation is utterly undone.—But you never 


will read any thing to eatertain.one, 


Dangle. What has a woman to do with politics, Mrs 
D. ngle ? 

Jes Nangle. And what have you to do with the 
theatre, Mr Dangle ? Why ſhould you affect the charac- 
ter of a Critic ?. I have no patience with you——hayen't 
you made yourſelf the jeſt of all your- acquaintance by 
your interference in matters where you have no- buſineſs? 
Are not you caifd a theatrical Quidnunc, and a mock 
Mczcenas to ſecond-hand authors? 

Dengle,: Trae 3 my power with the Managers is pret- 
ty notorious. ; but is it no credit to have applications from 
all quarters for my intereſt ? From lords to recommend 
fidlers, front ladies to get boxes, from authors to get an- 
ſwers, and from actors to get engagements. 

Mirs Dangle. Yes; truly; you have contrived.to pet 
a ſhare in all the plague and trouble of theatrical proper 
iy, without the profit, or even the credit of the abuſe that 
Mtends ik, 
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Dangle. I am ſure, Mrs Dangle, you are no loſer by 
it, however; you have all the advantages of it: 
mightn't you, laſt winter, have had the reading of the 
new Pantomime a fortnight previous to its performance ? 
And doesn't Mr Foſbrook let you take places for a play 
before it is advertis'd, and ſet you down for a Box for 
every new piece through the ſeaſon? And didn't my 
friend, .Mr Smatter, dedicate his laſt Farce to you at my 
particular requeſt, Mrs, Dangle ? 

Mrs Dangle. Les; but wasn't the Farce damn'd, 
Mr Dangle? And to be ſure it is extremely pleaſant to 
have one's houſe made the motley rendezvous of all the 
lackeys of literature: — The very high change of trading 
authors and jobbing critics !— Yes, my drawing-room is 
an abſolute regilter-office for candidate actors, and. poets 
without character; then to be cootioually alarmed with 
Miſſes and Ma'ams piping hiſterie changes on [ulicts and 
Dorindas, Pollys and Ophelias; and the very furniture 
trembling at the probationary ſtarts and unprovok'd rants 
of would-be. Richards and Hamlets! And, what is worſe 
than all, now that the Manager has monopoliz'd the O- 
pera-Houſe, haven't we the Signors and Signoras calling 
here, ſliding their ſmooth ſemibreves, and gargling glib 
diviſions in their outlandiſh throats with foreign emiſſa- 
ries and French ſpies, for ought I know, diſguiſed like. 
ſidlers and figure dancers! 

Dangle. Mercy! Mrs Dangle ! 

Mrs Dangle. And to employ yourſelf ſo idly at ſuch - 
an alarming criſis as this too—when, if you had the leaſt 
ſpirit, you would have been at the head of one of the 
Weſtminſter affociations—or trailing a volunteer pike in 
the Artillery Ground ?—But you—o*'my conſcience, 1 
believe if the French were landed to-morrow, your firſt 
enquiry would be, whether they had brought a theatrical 
troop with them ? | ; | 

Dangle. Mrs Dangle, it does not fignify—I ſay the 
ſtage is “ the Mirror of Nature,” and the aQtors are 
the Abſtract, and brief Chronicles of the Time: 
and pray what can a man of ſenſe ſtudy bettes ?—Bcſides, 
Jou will not eaſily perſuade me that there is go credit or 


— 
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4 importance in being at the head of a band of critics, who | 
=: take upon them to Gecide for the whole town, whoſe o. | 
_ "I proven and patronag* all writers ſolicit, and whoſe recom. 3 
1 mendation no manager dares refuſe! 

-M Ars Dangle. Ridiculous Bock managers and au- 
3 tors of the {call merit, laugh at your pretenſions.— The N 
_ - Public is their Critic—without whoſe fair approbation 
__ they know no play can re{t on the ſtage, and with whoſ: 
$1 applauſe they welcome ſuch attacks as yours, and laugh 1 
* at the malice of them, where they can't at the wit. 
Y 1 7 Dangl:, Very well, Madam very well, — 
Ws v 
"Mi Enter SERVANT. t 
ls Serv. Mr Sneer, tir, to wait on you. t 
Danzle, O, ſhew Mr Sneer up. [Exit Servant, 
Plague on't, now- we mult appear loving and affectionate, n 
13.5 or Sneer will hiich us into a flo TY. e. 
(i | Mrs Dargle. With all niy heart; you can't be more 
4ik __ Tidirulous than you are. : th 
| . - "Dangle, You are enough to provoke - — k 
* | 
By | Later Ma Swete. 
5 e! my dear 8. acer, I am valtly glad to fee you. of 
7 My dear, here's Me Sneer. 
[ | Mrs Danyle. G 000 morning to yau, Sir, to 
4 Dangle, Mis Dangle and I have been diverting our- an 
*M ſelves with the p. Pers. Prey, Sneer, won't yau go to ta 
Wis Lrory-lave theatre the firſt night of Pult's tragedy? no 
| "I Sneer, Ves; but I ſupp ofe one ſhan't be able to pet 
| 15 ia, for on the i t night of a new piece they always Fil in 
8 the houſe with orders to ſupport it. Bu here, Dangle, im 
1 ; I have broupht you rant pieces, one of which you m alt ob 
1 exert yourſe If io make the manapers accept, I can tell 
1 ; you that, for is written by a perſon of cor fequence. a | 
* „ Dangle. Sol now my plagues are beginning, en 
1 Snerr. Aye, I am glad 9 it, for now you'll be hap- to 
1 PY- Why, my dear Dan gle, it is a pleafure to fee how | 
= you enjoy your volunteer fatigue, and your ſolicited foli- wo 
4 Citations. | od: 
. t Dangle. 11 sa great trouble — yet, egad, its A ant a 
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too. Why, ſometimes of a morning, I have a dozen 
people call on me at breakfaſt time, whoſe faces I never 
ſaw before, nor ever deſire to ſee again. 

Sneer. That muſt be very pleaſant indeed! 

Dangle. And not a week but I receive fifty letters, 
and not a line in them about any buſineſs of my own, 

Sneer. An amuſing correſpondence ! 

Dangle (reading.) © Burlls into tears and exit.” 
What, is this a tragedy ? | 

Sneer, No, that's a genteel comedy, not a tranſlation 
—only taken from the French; it is written in a ſtile 
which they have lately tried to run down ; the true ſen- 
timental, and nothing ridiculous in it from the beginning 
to the end. | 

Mrs. Dangle. Well, if they had kept to that, I ſhould 
not have been ſuch an enemy to the ſtage, there was ſome 
edification to be got from thoſe pieces, Mr Sneer! 

Sneer. Tam quite of your opinion, Mrs Dangle ; the 
theatre, in proper hands, might certainly be made the 
ichool of morality ; but now, 1 am ſorry to ſay it, people 
ſeem to go there principally for their entertainment ! 

Ars Dangle. It would have been more to the credit 
of the Managers to have kept it in the other line. 

Sneer. Undoubtedly, Madam, and hereafter perhaps 
to have had it recorded, that in the midſt of a luxurious 
and diſſipated age, they prefery'd to houſes in the capi- 
tal, where the conyerſation was always moral at leaſt, if 
not entertaining! 

Dangle. Now, egad, I think the worſt alteration is 
in the nicety of the audience. No double entendre, no 
ſmart inuendo admitted; even Vanburgh and Congreve 
obliged to undergo a bungling reformation ! . 

Sneer. Ves, and our prudery in this reſpe@ is juſt on 
a par with the artificial baſhfulneſs of a courtezan, who 
encreaſes the bluſh upon her cheek in an exact proportion 
to the diminution of her modeſty. : 

Dangle. Sneer can't even give the public a good 
2 !— But what have we here ? — This ſcems ,@ very 
e woe” 

Inter. O, that's a comedy, on a very new plan; re- 
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plete with wit and mirth, vet of a moſt ſerious moral! 
You ſee it is call'd © TU RerFormeD HouskBaTAK TIR; 
where by the mere force of humour, HOUSEBREAKING is 
put into ſo ridiculous a light, that if the piece has its 
proper run, I have no doubt but that bolts and bars will 
be entirely uſeleſs by the end of the ſeaſon, 

Dangle. Egad, this is new indeed! 

Sneer, Ves; it is written by a particular friend of mine, 
who has diſcovered that the follies and foibles of ſociety, 
are ſubjects unworthy the notice of the Comic Mule, who 
ſhould be taught to ſtoop only at the greater vices and 
blacker crimes of humanity—gibbeting capital offences 


io five acts and pillorying petty larcenies in two. — In 
* ſhort, his idea is to dramatize zhe penal laws, and 


make the ftage a court of eaſe to the Old Bailey. 
Dangle, It is truly moral. 


Enter SERVANT. 
Sir Fretful Plagiary, Sir. 
Dangle. Beg him to walk up. [Exit Servant. ] Now, 
Mrs Dangle, Sir Fretful Plagiary is an author to your 


oven taſte. 


Ars Dangle. I confeſs he is a favourite of mine, be. 
cauſe every body elſe abuſes him. 

Sneer. —Very much to the credit of your charity, 
Madam, if not of ** judgment. 

Dangle. But, egad, he allows no merit to any author 
but himſelf, that's the truth on't—tho? he's my friend. 

Sneer, Never. — He is as envious as an old maid ver- 
ging on the deſperation of ſix- and- thirty: and then the 
jaſiduous humility with which be ſeduces you to give a 
free opinion on any of his works, can be exceeded only 


by the petulant arrogance with which he is ſure to reject 


your obſervations, 

Dangle. Very true, egad—tho? he's my friend. 

Siter. "Then his affected contempt of all newſpaper 
ſtrictures; tho? at the ſame time, he is the ſoreſt man 


alive, and ſhrinks like ſcorch'd parchment from the fiery 
ordeal of true criticiſm ; yet is he ſo covetous of popu- 
laritv, 
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Yarity, that he had rather be abuſed than not mentioned 
at all, \ | 

Dangle. There's no denying it—tho? he is my friend. 

Sneer. You have read the tragedy he has juſt finiſhed 
haven't you? 

Dangle. O yes; he ſent it to me yeſterday. 

Sneer. Well, and you think it execrable, don't you? 

Dangle. Why between ourſelyes, egad I muſt own— 
tho? he's my friend that it is one of the moſt—— He's 
here [ A/ide]—finiſhed and moſt admirable perform 

Sir Freiful without] Mr Sneer with him did you 
lay 2 | 


Enter Six FRETFULs 
Ah, my dear friend !—Egad, we were juſt ſpeaking of 
your Tragedy. —Admirable, Sir Fretful, admirable ! 

Sneer. Lou never did any ching beyond it, Sir Fret- 
ful—oever in your life. X 

Sir Fretſul. You make me extremely heppy ; for with- 
out a compliment, my dear Sneer, there is'nt a man in 
the world whoſe judgment I value as I do yours—And 
Mr Dangle's. . 

Mrs Dangle. They are only laughing at you, Sir 
Fretful; for it was but juſt now tha. 

Dangle. Mrs Dangle !—Ah, Sir Fretful, you know 
Mrs Dangle.—My friend Sneer was rallying juſt now— 
He knows how ſhe admires you, and | 

Sir Fretful. O Lord, I am ſure Mr Sneer has more 
taſte and ſincerity than to A damn'd double-faced 
fellow |! : LAlide. ] 

Dangle, Les, yes,—Sneer will jeſt—but a better 
humoured 

Sir Fretful. O, I know | 

Dangle. He has a ready turn for tidicule—his wit 
colts him nothing.—— 

Sir Fretful. No, egad;—or I ſhould wonder how he 
came hy it. [Afide,] 

Mrs Dangle. Becauſe his jeſt is always at the expence 
of his friend. | 
Dangle. But, Sir Fretful, haye you ſent your play to 
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the managers yet —or can J can be of any ſervice to _ 


ou ? 

Sir Fretfal. No, no, I thank you; I believe the piece 
had ſufficient recommendation with it.— I thank you tho? 
II ſent it to the manager of CoyzxT-Garpen Tata. 
TRE this morning. 

Sneer. I ſhould have thought now, that it might have 
been caſt (as the actors call it) better at DRuxr-LAxx. 

Sir Fretful. O lud! no—never ſend a play there while 
I live—harkee! [ Whiſpers Sneer.] 

Sneer. Writes bimſelf II know he does 
Sir Fretful. I ſay nothing take away from. no man's 


"merit—am hurt at no man's good fortune—l ſay nothing 


— But this I will fay—through all my knowledge of life, 
I have obſerved— that there is not a paſſion ſo ſtrongly 
rooted in the human heart as envy ! 

Sneer, I believe you have reaſon for what you ſay, in- 
deed. 

Sir Fretful. Beſides I can tell you it is not always fo 
ſafe to leaye a play in the hands of thoſe who write them- 
ſelves. 

Sneer. What, they may ſteal from them, hey, my dear 
Plapiary ? 

Sir Fretful. Steal! to be ſure they 1 and, egad, 
ferve your belt thoughts as gypſies do ſtolen children, 


© disfigure them to make 'em paſs for their own, 


Sneer. But your preſent work is a ſacrifice to Melpo- 
mene, and HE you know never | 

Sir Fretful. That's no ſecurity.— A dext'rous plagia- 
riſt may do any thing. Why, Sir, for ought I know, be 
might take out ſome of the beſt things in my tragedy, and 
pat them into his own comedy, 

Sneer. That might be done, I dare be ſworn. 

Sir Fretful. And then, if ſuch a perſon gives you the 
leaſt hint or aſſiſtance, he is deviliſh apt to take the merit 
of the whole. | 

Dangle. If it ſucceeds, : 

Sir Fretful. Aye, —but with regard to this piece, I 
think I can hit that gentleman, for I can ſafely ſwear he 
never read it, 
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Cuecr. I'II tell you how you may hurt him more 

Sir Freful. How t!— 

Sneer. Swear he wrote it. 

Sir Freful. Plague on't now Sneer, I ſhall take it 
1ll,—-I believe you want to take away my character as an 
author! 

Sneer. Then I am ſure you ought to be very much 
obliged to me. | ' 

Sir Fretful, Hey! Sir 1 | 

Dangle. O you know, he never means what he fays. 

Sir Fretſul. Sincerely then you do like the piece? 

Sneer. Wonderfully ! 

Sir Fretful. But come now, there muſt be ſomething 
that you think might be might be mended, hey? —Me 
D.ngle, has nothing ſtruck you? 

Dangle. Why faith, it is but an ungracious thing for 
the molt part to — 

Sir Fretful. — With moſt authors it is jaſt fo indeed 
they are in general ſtrangely tenacious !—But, for my 
part, I am never fo well pleaſed as when a ju ſicious cri- 
tic points out any defect to me; for what is the purpoſe 
of ſu:wing a work to a friend, if you don't mean to pro- 
fi: by his opinion ? 3 

Sneer. Very true. — Why then tho? J ſeriouſly aimire 
the piece upon the whole, yet there is one ſmall objec- 
tion ; which, if you'll give me leave, I'il mention, 

Sir Fretful. Sir, you can't oblige me more. 

Sneer, I think it wants incident. 

Sin Fretful. Good God l!—you ſurpriſe me !=—wants 
incident! -- 

Freer. Yes; I own I think the incidents are too few. 

Sir Freſſul. Good God! Believe me, Mr Sacer, 
there is no perſon for whoſe judgment I have a more 
implicit deference.—But I proteſt to yo Mr Sa er, I 
am only apprehenfive that the incidents are too crowded. 
My dear Dangle, how does it ſtrike you? 

Dangle. Really 1 can't agree with my friend Sneer,— 
[ think the plot quite ſufficient ; and the four firſt acts by 


many degrees the beſt I ever * or ſaw in my life. If 
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'T might venture to ſuggeſt ary thing, it is that the intereſt 
rather falls off in the fifth. — 


Sir Fretful. —RKiſes ; I believe you mean, Sir. 
 Dargle. No; I don't upon my word. 
Sir Fretful. Ves, yes, you do upon my ſoul—it cer. 


_ don't fall off, I aſſure you—No, no, it don't fall 


Dangle, Now, Mrs Dangle, didn't you fay it ſtruck 


you in the ſame light? 


Mrs Dangle. No, indeed, T did not did not ſee a 
fault in any part of the play from the beginning to the end, 
Sir Fretful. Upon my ſoul the women are the belt 
judges after all ! 
®* Mrs Dangle. Or if I made any obje ction, IJ am fore 
it was io nothing in the piece; but that I was afraid it 
was, on the whole, a little too long. 

Sir Fretſul. Pray, Madam, do you ſpeak as to dura: 
tion of time; or do you mean that the ſtory is tedioully 
ſpun out ? 

Mrs Dangle. O Lud! no.— I ſpeak only with reſe- 
rence to the uſual length of acting plays. 

Sir Fretful. Then I am very happy —very happy in- 
deed becauſe the play is a ſhort play, a remarkably 
hort play : I ſhould not venture to differ with a lady 
on a point of taſte; but, on theſe occaſions, the watch, 
you know, is the critic. 

Mrs Dangle. Then, T ſuppoſe, it muſt have been Mr 
Dangle's drawling manner of reading it to me. 

Sir Fretjul. O, it Mr Dangle read it! that's quite 
another affair !—-But 1 aflure you, Mrs Dangle, the fit 
evening you can ſpare me three hours and a half, I' 
undertake to read you the whole from beginning to end, 
with the Prologue and Epilogue, and allow time for the 
muſic between the acts. 

Mrs Dangle. 1 hope to ſee it on the ſtape next, — 

. . Dangle. Well, Sir Fretfu!, I wiſh you may be able to 
get rid as eaſily of the news-paper criticiſms as you do of 
ours. — e 4 

Sir Fretful. The News-rarses !—Sir, they are the 
molt villainous.—licentious - abominable - infernal Not 
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that J ever read them No- I make it a rule never to 
look into a news- paper. ö 

Dangle. You are quite right for it certainly muſt 
hurt an author of delicate feelings to fee the liberties they 
take. | 

Sir Fretful. No ! quite the contrary ; their abuſe is, 
in fact, the belt panegyric I like it of all things. - An 
author's reputation is only in danger from their ſupport. 

Mr Sneer. Why that's true—and that attack now on 
you the other day 

Sir Fretſul. — What? where? 

Dangle. Aye, you mean in a paper of Thurſday ; it 
was completely ill-natur'd to be ſure. | 

Sir Fretful. O, ſo much the better Ha! ha! ha! 
I wou'dn't have it otherwiſe, | 

Dangle. Certainly it is only to be laugh'd at; for 

Sir Fretful. — You don't happen to recolle& what the 
fellow ſaid, do you? 

Sneer. Pray, Dangle—Sir Fretful ſeems a little anxi- 
OU3— 

Sir Fretful. —O lud, no !—anxious,—n0t I, not the 
leaſt—L—Burt one may as well hear you know, 

Dangle. Sneer do you recoilet ? make out ſomething, 

| LAlide. 

Sneer. I will, Lo Dangle. I — Ves, yes, I remember 
perfectly. 

Sir Fretful. Well, and pray now Not that it ſigni- 
hes—what might the gentleman ſay ?“ 

Sneer, Why, he roundly aſſerts that you have not the 
fizhtelt invention, or original genius whatever; tho! 
you are the greateſt traducer of all other authors living. 

Sir Fretful. Ha! ha l. ha !—very good ! 

Sneer, nat as to comedy, you have not one idea of 
your own, he believes, even in your common place book 
—where ſtray jokes, and pilfeted witticiſms are kept 
with as much method as the ledger of the loſt- and · ſtolen- 
olmce. 

Sir Fretful. Ha! ha! ha very pleaſant! 

Sreer, Nay, that you are ſo unlucky as not to have 
the {huil evea to Heal with taſte: - Bat that: you glean 

B.2-, _ - from 
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from the reſuſe of obſcure volumes, where more judicious 
Flagiariſts have been before you; ſo that the body of 
your work is a compoſition. of dregs and ſediments—like 
a bad tavern's worſt wine. 

Sir Fretful, Ha! ha! 

Sneer. In your more ſerious efforts, he ſays, your 
bombaſt would be leſs intolerable, if the thoughts were 
ever ſuited to the expreſſion; but the homelineſs of the 
ſentiment ſlares thro” tke fantaſtic encumbrance of it's 
fine language, like a clown in one of the new uniforms ! 

Sir Fretful. Ha! ba! | 

Sneer. I hat your occaſional tropes and flowers ſuit the 
general coarſeneſs of your ſtile, as tambour ſprigs would 
a ground of linſcy-wolſey; while your imitations - of 
Shakeſpeare reſemble the mimicry of Falſtaff's Page, and 
are about as near the ſtandard of the original. 

Sir Fretful. Ha! | 

Sneer. —In ſhort, that even the fineſt p»ſages you 
ſteal are of no ſervice to you ; for the poverty of your 
own language prevents their aſſimulating; fo that they 
lie on the ſurface like lumps of mar] on a barren moor, 
encumbering what it is not in their power to fertilize. — 

Sir Fretful. (after great agilalian.) Now another 
perſon would be vex'd at this. 

Suter. Oh! but I wou'd'nt have told you, only to di- 
vert you, 

Sir Freiſul. J know it—I am diverted, — Ha ! ha! 
ha !—not the leaſt invention I- Ha! ha! ha! very good! 
very good! | 

Sneer. Yes—n0 genius! Ha! ha! ha! 

Dangle. A \cvere rogue! Ha! ha! ha! But you are 
quite right, Sir Fretſul, never to read ſuch nooſenſe, 

Sir Frelſul. To be ſure—for if there is any thing to 
one's praiſe, it is a fooliſh vanity to be gratified at it, and 


if it is abuſe, why ore is always fure to hear of it from 


one damn'd good natured ſticnd or another! 


Enter S*#RVANT. 
Sir, there is an Italian gentleman with a French inter- 
preter, and three young ladies, and a dezen muſicians, 
who 
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who (ay they are ſent by Lady Rondeau and Mrs Fuge. 

Dongle. Gadſo! they come by appointment. Dear 
Mrs Dangle do let them know L' fee them directly. 

Mrs Dangle. You know, Mr Dangle, I ſhan't un- 
derſtand a word they fay. 

Dangle. But you hear there's an interpreter. : 

Mrs Dangle. Well, Pll try to endure their complai- 
ſance till you come. | [ Exit. 

Serv. And Mr Puff, Sir, has ſent word. that the laſt 
reh2arſal is to be this morning, and that he'II call on you. 
preſently. 

Dangle: That's true—T ſhall certainly be at home. 
FExit Servant. ] Now, Sir Fretful, if you have a mind 
to have juſtice dane you in the way of anfwer—Egad, Mr 
Puff's your man. 

Sir Fraful. Plhaw ! Sir, why ſhould I with to have 
it anſwered, when [I tell you I am pleaſed at it? 

Dangle. True, 1 had forgot that.—But I hope you are 
rot fretted at what Mr Sneer 

Sir Fretful. —Zounds ! no, Mr Dangle, don't I tell 
you thele things never fret me in the leaſt. 

Dangle. Nay, I only thought h 

Sir Fretful. - And let me tell you, Mr Dangle, tis 
damn'd aftronting in you to ſuppoſe that I am hurt, when 
I tell you I am not. ; 

Sneer. But why ſo warm, Sir Fretful ? 

Sir Fretful. Gadſliſe! Mr Sneer, you are as abſurd as 
Dangle ; how often muſt I repeat it to you, that nothing 
can vex me but your ſuppoſing it poſſible for me to mind 
the. damn'd nonſenſe you have been repeating to me. 
and let me te!l you, if you continue to believe this, you: 
mult mean to inſult me,  gentlemen—and then your diſ- 
reſpect will affect me no more than the newſpaper criti-- 
ciſms—and 1 ſhall treat it with exactly the ſame. calm. 
indifference and philoſophic contempt—and ſo your ſer- 
vant. [ Exits. 

Sneer, Ha! ba! ha! Poor Sir Fretful ! Now will he 
go and vent his philoſophy in anonymous abuſe ot all mo- 
dern critics and authors—Bat, Dangle, you mult get your: 
friend Puff to take me to the rehearſal of his tragedy, * 


B 3. Dangle. 
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- Dangle. Il anſwer. for't, he'll thank you for defiring 
it. But come and help me to judge of this muſical fami- 
ly ; they are recommended by people of conlequence, I 
aſſure you. 

Sneer. IJ am at your diſpoſal the whole morning—by: 
T thought you had been a decided critic in muſic, as well 
as in literature. 

Dungle. So I am—but TI have a bad ear. — Efaith, 
Sneer, though 1 am airaid we were a little tov ſevete on 
Sir Fretful—tho' he is my friend. 

Sneer, Why, 'tis certain, that unneceſſarily to mortify 
the vanity of apy. writer, is a cruehty which mere dulneſs 
never can deſerve; but where a baſe and perſonal malig- 
nity uſurps the place of literary emulation, the aggre ſſor 
deſerves neither quarter nor pity, 

Dangle. That's true egad !tho? he's my friend. 


SCENE 1I. 


A- Drawing Room, Hartficherd, Sc. Hlalian Family, 


French Interpreter, Mrs Dangle aud Servants diſcovered. 


Inter. ſe dis madame, ja'i Vhonneur to introduce & de 
vous demender votre pretection pour le Signor Patticcio 
Retornello & pour fa charmante famille, 

Sig. Paſt. All!! Voſignoria noi vi preghiamo di fayori- 
tevi colla voſtra protezione. 

it Daughter. Voligniora fateyi queſti grazzie. 

24 Daughter. Si Signora. 

Inter. Mademe—me interpret —»C'eſt à dire—in Eng- 
Hh—quils vous prient de leur faire Phonneur— 

Mrs Dangte: — I ſay again, gentlemen, I don't un- 
deritand a word you fay. 

Sig: Paß. Queſto Signore ſpieghers, 

Inter. Oui me merpret. —nous avons les lettres de 
recommendation pour Monſicur Dangle de 

Mrs Dangle. — Upon my word, Sir, 1 don't unders 
Rand you. | 

Sig. Fag. La Co teſſa Rondeau e noſtra padrona. 
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* 


ring 34 Davghter. Si, padre, & mi Ladi Fuge. ; 
ami- Inter. O! me interpret. Madame, ils diſent— in Eng- 
e, 1 liſh—Qwils oat Phoaneur d'etre proteges de ces Demes.. 
— You onderfland ? 
by: Mrs Dangle. No, Sir,. no underitend ! 
well 
Enter DaNv t and SxEFR., 
faith, Inter. Ah voici Monſicur Dangle ! 
e on All Italians. A! Signor Dangle! 
Mrs 'Dangle. Mr Dangle, bere are two very civil gen- 
ortify tlemen trying to make themlelyes underitood, and I don't 
ilneſs know which is the interpreter.. 
nallg- Dangle. Ebien. 
reffor Inler. Monſieur Dangle—le grand bruit de vos 80 
talents pour la critique & de votre intereſt avec V 
p Meſſieurs les Dire cteurs a tous les Theatres. F 
Sig. Paſt. Voſignor ia flete ſi famoſo par la voſ- [© & 
tra conoſcenſa e voſtra interc ſſa colla le Ditettore 2 
8 > 
Dangle. Egad I think the Interpreter is the hardeſt to 
*amily, be underitood of the two! 


yvered, Sneer. Why 1 thought Dangle, you had been an ad- 
mirable linguilt ! 

DD So I am, if they would not talk ſo damn'd 
galt. | 
Sneer. Well Il explain that—the leſs time we loſe in 
hearing them the better, —for that I ſuppoſe is what they 
are brought here for. | 

Saeer ſpeaks to Sig. Paſt.— They fing trios. Ec, Dangle 

beating out of time. Servant enters and whiſpers. 


& de 
tticcio 


favori - 


n Eng- Dangle. ] 
Dangle, Shew him up. [ Exit Servant. 
't un · Bravo! admirable ! braviſſimo! admirabliſimo Abl 
daeer, where will you find ſuch as theſe voices in Eng- 
land. 
tres de Sneer. Not eaſily. 6 


Dangle. But Puff is coming, — Signor and little Sig- 
under - nora's—obligatifimo !—Spola Signora Danglena— Mrs 
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Dangle, ſhall I beg you to offer them ſome refreſhments, 


and rake their addreſs in the next room? 


[Exit Mrs Dangle with the Italians and Interpreter ce. 
remonouſly. | 


Re. enter SERTARNT. 
S. rv. Mr Puff, Sir! 
Dangle, My dear Puff! 


Enter Purr. 

Puff. My dear Dangle, how is it wich you? 

Dangle. Mr Saeer, give me leave to introduce Mr Puff 
to you. | | 

Puff. Mr Sazer is this? Sir, he is a gentleman whom 
T have long panted for the konour of knowing—a gentle- 
man whoſe critical taleuts and tranſcendant judgment. 

Sneer. — Dear Sir | 
- Dangle. Nay, don't be modeſt, Sneer, my friend Puff 
only talks to you in the ſtile of lus ptofeſſion. 

Sncer. His profeſſion ! 

Puff. Yes, Sir; I make no ſecret of the trade I fol. 
low—among friends and brother authors, Dangle knows 
L love to be fraok on the ſubject, and to advertiſe my ſeli 
vivd voce, —I am, Sir, a Practitioner in Panegyric, or, 
to ſpeak more plainly—a Profeſſor of the Art of Puſſing, 
at your ſervice—or any body elſe's. 

Sneer. Sir, you are very obliging !—I believe, Mr 
Puff, V have often admired your talents in the daily prints. 

Puff. Yes, Sir, I flatter myſelf I do as much buſinels 
in that way as an / ſix of the fraternity in town——Deviliſh 
hard work all the ſummer - Friend Dangle ! never work'd 
haider !—But harkee,—the Winter Managers were 3 
little ſore I believe. | 

Dangle. No-! believe they took it all in good part. 

Puff. Aye —'l hen that maſt have been affectation in 
them; for egad, there were {ome of the attacks which 
there was do laughing at! | 

Sneer. Aye, the humorous ones.— Bat I ſhould think 
Mr Puff, that Authors would in general be able to do 
this fort of work for themlclyes.. | 
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Puff. Why yes—but in a clumſy way.—Beſides, we 


look on that as an encroachment, and fo take the oppo- 
ſite fide, —I dare ſay now you conceive half the very ci- 
vil paragraphs and advertiſements you fee, to be written 
by the parties concerned, or their friends? No fuch 
hing Nine out of ten, manufactured by me in the way 
of buſigeſs. | 

Seer, Indeed! | 

Puff. Even the Auctioneers now the Auctioneers I 
ſay, tho? the rogues have lately got ſome credit for their 
language — not an article of the merit their's I take them 
out of their pulpits and they are as dull as Catalogues. 
— - No, Sir ;—'twas I fuſt enrich'd their fiyle—'twas J 
firſt taught them to crowd their advertiſements with pa- 
negyrical ſuperlatives, each-epithet rifing above the other 
like the Bidders in their own Auction- roms! From 
ME they learn'd to inlay their phraſcology with variegat- 
ed chips of exotic metaphor : by me too their inventive 
faculties were called fortb.— Ves Sir, by ME they were 
inſtructed to clothe ideal walls with gratuitous fruits—to 
infiovate obſequious rivulets into viſionary groves—to 
teach courteous ſhrubs to nod- their approbation of the 
grateful foil ; or on emergencies to. raife upſtart oaks, 
where there never had been an acorn ; to create a delight- 
ſul vicinage without the efſiltance of a neighbour z or fix 
the temple of Hygeia in the fens ef Lincolnſhire ! 

Dangle. I am ſute you base done them infinite ſer- 
vice; tor now, when a genileman is ruined, he parts 
wih his houſe with ſome credit. 

Sneer. Service! if they bad any gratitude, they would 
erect a ſtatue io him; they would tgure him as à prefid- 
ing Mercury, the god” of traffic and fiction, with a. ham- 
mer in his hand inſtead of a caduceus.— But pray, Mr 
Puff, what firſt put you on exerciſing your talents in this 
way ? , 
Puff. Egad, Sir,—ſheer neceſſity—the proper parent 
of an art ſo nearly allied to invention: you mult know, 
Mr Sneer, that from the fir{t time I tried my hand at an 
veruſement, my ſucceſs was ſuch, that for ſome time 
ater, 1 led a moſt ex:raordinary lite indeed! 
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Sneer. How, pray ? , 

Puff. Sir, 1 ſupported myſelf two years entirely by my 
misfortunes. 

Sneer. By your misfortunes. 

Puff. Yes, Sir, aſſiſted by long ſickneſs, and other oc. 
caſional diſorders ; and a very comfortable living I had 


olf it. 


Sneer, From ſickneſs and misfortunes ! You practiſed 
as a Doctor, and an Attorney at once ? 

Puff. No egad, both maladies and miſeries were my 
Own. 

Sneer. Hey !-—what the plague ! 

Dangle. *Tis true, efaith. | 

Puff. Harkee ! —By advertiſements To the cha. 
ritable and humane!“ and © to thoſe whom Providence 
hath bleſſed with affluence!“ 

Sncer. Oh, -I underſtand you. 

Puff. And, in truth, I deſerved what I got; for 1 
ſuppuſe never man went through ſuch a ſeries of calami- 
ties in the ſame ſpace of time!—Sir, I was five. times 
made a bankrupt, and reduced from a ſtate of affluence, 
by a train of unavoidable misfortunes ! then, Sir, thoug) 
a very induſtrious tradeſman, I was twice burnt out, and 
loſt my little all both times 1—I lived upon thoſe fires 4 
month.— ſoon after was confined by a moſt excrucut- 
ing diſorder, and loſt the uſe of my Timbs !-— That told 

very well; for I had the caſe ſtrongly atteſted, and went 
about to collect the ſubſcriptions myſelf, 

Dangle. Egad, I believe that was when you firſt called 
ON me. 

Puff. — In November laſt ? .O no !-—-T was at tht 


time a cloſe prifoner in the Marſhalfea, for a debt beoe- 


voleatly contracted to ſerve a friend !— was after ward! 
twice tapped for a dropſy, which declined” into a very 
roſitable conſumption II was then reduced to—U 19 
—then I became a widow with ſix helpleſs children, 
after having had eleven huſbands preſſed, and being lei 
evety time eight months gone with child, and wWithon 

money to get me into an hoſpital ! / 
ve. 
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Sneer. And you bore all with patience, I make no 
doubt ! | 

Puff. Why, yes,—tho'.I made ſome occaſional at- 
tempts at felo de ſe ; but as I did not find thoſe raſh ac- 
tions anſwer, 1 left off killing myſelf very ſoon.— Well, 
Sir,—at laſt, what with bankruptcies, fires, gouts, drop- 
ſies, impriſonments, and other valuable calamines, having 
got together a pretty handſome ſum, I determined to quit 
a bufineſs which had always gone rather againſt my con- 
ſcience, and in a more liberal way (till to indulge my ta- 
lents for fiction and embelliſhment, through my favourite 
channels of diurnal communication—and fo, Sir, you have 
my hiſtory. | 

Sncer. Moſt obligingly communicative indeed; and 
your confeſſion, if publiſhed, might certainly ſerve the 
caufe of true charity, by reſcuing the moſt uſeful chan- 
nels of appeal to benevolence from the cant of impoſition. 
— But furely, Mr Puff, there is no great myſtery in your 
preſent profeſſion? | 

Puff. Myſtery ! Sir, I will take upon me to ſay, the 
matter was never ſcientifically treated, nor reduced to 
tule before. | 

Sneer., Reduced to rule? 

Puff. O lud, Sir! you are very ignorant, I am afreid. 
— Ves Sir, —Puffing is of various forts—the principal 
are, The Puff direct the Puff preliminary the Puff col 
lateral the Puff colluſive, and the Puff oblique, or Puff 
by implication. Theſe all aſſume, as circumſtances re- 
2 the various forms of Letter to the Editor —Occa- 
ional Anecdote— Impartial Critique Obſervation from 
Correſpondent—or Advertiſement from the Party. 

Sacer. The Puff direct, I can conce ive 

Puff. O yes, that's ſimple enough, — for inſtance— A 
new Comedy or Farce is to be produced at one of the 
Theatres (though, by the bye, they don't bring out half 
what they ought to do.) The author, ſuppoſe Mr Smat- 
ter, or Mr Dapper—or any particular friend of mine— 
very well ; the day before it is to be performed, I write 
an account of the manner in which it was received—T 
have the plot from the author, —and only add —Charae- 


ters 
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ters ſtrongly drawn—hiphly coloured—hand of a matter 
fund of genuine humour—mine of inyention—neat dia. 
logue—attic {alt ! Then for the performance -M Dodd 
was aſtoniſhingly great in the character of Sir Harry! 
That univerſal and judicious actor, Mr Palmer, perhaps 
never appeared to more advantage than in the Colonel; 
ut it is not in the power of language to do juſtice to 
Mr Kiag !—Iadeed he more than merited thoſe repeated 
burſts of applauſe which he drew from a moſt brilliant 
and judicious audience! As to the ſcenery -The mira. 
culous power of Mr de Loutherbourg's pencil are univer. 
ſally acknowledged !—In ſhort, we are at a Joſs which 
to admire moſt, —the unrivalled genius of the author, the 
great attention and liberaliiy of the managers—the won- 
derful abilities of the painter, or the incredible exertions 


of all the performers !— 


Sneer, That's pretty well indeed, Sir, 

Puff. O cool—quite cool—to what J ſometimes do. 

Sneer. And do you think there are any who are infl1- 
enced by this? 

Puf. O, lud! yes, Sir; the number of thoſe who on. 
dergo the fatigue of judging for themſelves is very ſmall 
indeed ! 

Sneer. Well, Sir, —the Puff preliminary? 

Puff. O that, Sir, does well in the form of a Caution. 
in a matter of gallantry now— Sir Flimſy Goflimer, 
wiſhes to be well with Lady Fanny Fete—He applies to 
me I open trenches for him with a paragraph in the 
Morning Poſt. It is recommended to the beautiful 
and accompliſhed Lady F four ſtars F daſh E to be on 
her guard againſt that dangerous character, Sir F daſh 
G; who, however pleaſing and infinuating bis manners 
may be, is certaiply rot remarkable for the conflanty of 
his attachments I—in Italics. Here you ſee, Sir Fung 
Goſſimer is introduced to the particular notice of Lady 
Fanny—who, perhaps never thought of him. before— 
ſhe finds herlelf publicly cautioned to avoid him, which 
naturally makes her * of ſ2eing him z—the obſzr- 
vation of their acquaintance cauſes a pretty kind of mu- 


tual embarraſſment, this produces a ſort of ſympathy a 
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iatereſt— which, if Sir Flimſy is unable to improve ef- 
ſectually, be at leaſt gains the credit of having their names 
mentioned together, by a particular ſet, and in a parti- 
cular way, — which, nine times out of ten, is the full ac» 
compliſument of modern gallantry! | 

Dangle. Egad, Sneer, you will be quite an adept in 
the bulineſs. 

Puff. Now, Sir, the Puff Collateral is much uſed as 
an appendage to advertiſements, and may take the form 
of anecdote, Ycſterday- as the celebrated George Bon 
Mot was ſauntering doun St James's ſtreet, he met the 
lively Lady Mary Myrtle, coming out of the Park, — 
© Good God, Lady Mary, I'm ſurpriſ d to meet you in 
a white jacket, — for I expect never to have ſeen you 
but ia a full trimmed uniform and a light-horſeman's cap! 
— Heavens, George, where coald you have learned 
that?“ —* Why, replied the wit, I juſt ſaw a print of you 


in a New publication called the Camp Magazine, which by 


the bye, is a devilhſh clever thing, —and is fold at No. 3, 
on the right hand of the way, two doors from the printing- 
office, the corner of Ivy-lane, Paternoſter- row, price 
only one ſhilling ?? 

Sneer; Very ingenious indeed. 

Puff. Bur the Puff Colluſise is the neweſt of any; for 
it acts in the diſguiſe of determined hoſtility.— It is much 
led by bold bookſellers and enterpriſing poets.—An 
iadignant correſpondent obſerves—that the new poem 
called Beelzebub's Cotillion, or Proferpine's Fete Cham- 
petre, is one of the moſt unjuſtifiable performances he 
erer read! The ſeverity with which certain characters 
are handled is quite ſhocking! And as there are many 
deſcriptions ia it too warmly coloured for female delicacy, 
the ſhameful avidity with which this piece is bought by 
all people of faſhion, is a reproach on the taſte of the 
times, and a diſgrace to the delicacy of the age !—Here 
you fee the two ſtrongeſt inducements ate, held forth; 
Ficit, that nobody ought to read it; —and ſecondly, that 
every body buys it; ca the ſtrength of which, the pu- 
bliſher boldly prints the tenth edition, before he has ſold 
ia of the ſiiſt; and then eſtabliſhes it by threatening 
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himſelf with the piilory, or abſolutely indicting himſelf 
for Scan. Mag. ! 

Dangle. Ha | ha! ha!-—epad I know it is fo. 

Pu. As to the Puff oblique, or Puff by implication, 
it is too various and extenſive to be illuſtrated by an in- 
ſtance ;—it attracts in titles and preſumes in patents; it 
lurks in the limitation of a ſubſcription, and invites in the 
aſſurance of croud and incomodation at public places; it 


*deliphrs to draw forth concealed merit, with a moſt dif. 


intereſted aſſiduity; and ſometimes wears a countenance 
of ſmiling cenſure and tender reproach.—lt has a won- 
derful memory for Parliamentary Debates, and will of. 
ten give the whole ſpeech of a favoured member with the 
molt flattering accuracy. But, above all, it is a great 
dealer in reports and ſuppoſitions. It has the earlieſt in. 
elligence of intended preferments that will reflect honovr 
on the patrons ; and embryo promotions of modeſt gen- 
tlemen—who know nothing of the matter themſelves. 
It can hint a ribband for implied ſervices, in the air of a 
common report: and with the careleſfneſs of a caſual 
paragraph, ſuggeſt oſſicers into commands to which they 
have no preterſion but their wiſhes. This Sir, is the 
laſt principal claſs, of the Art of Pufting—Aan art which 
I bope you will now agree with me, is of the higheſt 
dignity—yielding a tablature of bencyolence and public 
Ipirit ; befriending equally trade, gallantry, criticiſm, and 
politics z—the applauſe of genius! the regilter of charity 
the triumph of heroiſm ! the {c}f-defence of contractors! 
the fame of orators !—and the gazette of miniſters ! 
Sneer. Sir, I am completely a convert both to the im- 
portance and ingenuity of your profeſhon ; and now, Sir, 
there is but one thing which can poſſibly encreaſe my re- 
ſbect for you, and that is, your permitting me to be pre- 
{cnt this morning at the rehearſal of your new trage 
Puff. — Huſh, for heaven's ſake. My tragedy !— 
Egad, Dangle, I take this very ill- vou know how ap- 
prebenfive l am of being known to be the zuthor, 
Dangle, *Efaith I would not have toJd—but it's in the 
papers, and your name at length—in the Morning Chro- 
nicle. 
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Puff. Ah! thoſe damn'd editors never can keep a ſe- 
cret 1-—Well, Mr Sneer—no doubt you will do me 
great hunour—1 ſha/l be infinitely happy highly flattered, 

Dangle. I believe it mult be near the time—ſhall we 
go toyerner ? 

Puff. No; It will not be yet this hour, for they are 
always late at that theatre ; beſides, I mult meet you 
there, tor I have ſome little matters here to ſend to the 
papers, and a few paragraphs to ſcribble before I go. 

[ Looking at memorandums. 

— Here is * a conſcientious Baker, on the Subject of 
the Army Bread 3” and “a Deteſter of viſible brigk-work, 
in favour ot the new iqven ed ſtucco; both in the ſtyle of 
Junius, and promited for to-morrow. —The Thames na- 
vigation tov is at a ſtant, —Milomud or Anti. ſhoal muſt 
go to work again direly.—ilere too are ſome policcal 
memorandums I ſte; aye— Lo take Paul Jones, and get 
the 4ndtamen out of the Shannoun---reintorce Byron--- 

. compet the Dutch to- ſo !---I mutt do that in the even- 
ing papers, or referve it for the Morning Herald, for L 
know that I have undertaken to-morrow ;z beſides, to e- 
ſaviith the unanwity of the fleet in the Public Adver- 
tiſer, and to thoot Charles Fox in the Morning Polt. 
So, egad 1 ha'n't a moment to loſe ! 

Dang. Well! we'll meet in the Green Room. 

[ Exeunt (everally,; 
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A ih T ® I. 
SCENE I. 
The Theatre. 


Enter Dax or, Porr, and SxEER, as before the Curiain. 


Puff. No, no, Sir; what Shakeſpeare ſays of Ac. 
tors may be better applied to the purpoſe of Plays ; they 
ought to be © the abſtract and brief Chronicies of the 
times.“ Lhetefore when hiſtory, and particularly the 
hiſtory of our own country, furniſhes any thing like a caſe 
in point, to the time in which an author writes, if he 
knows his own intereſt, he will take advantage of it; fo 
Sir, I call my tragedy The Spaniſh Armada; and have 
laid the ſcene before "Tilbury Fort. 

Sneer. A. moſt happy thought certainly! 

Dangle, Egad it was—1 told you ſo.— But pray now 
I don't underſtand how you have contrived to introduce 
any love into it. , N 

Puff. Love l—Oh nothing ſo eaſy; for it is a receiv- 
ed point among poets, that where hiſtory gives you a 
good heroic outline for a play, you may fill up with a 
little Jove at your own diſcretion: in doing which, nige 
times out of ten, you only make up a deficiency in the 
private hiſtory of the times. Now I rather think I have 
done this with fome ſucceſs. | 

Sneer. No ſcandal about Queen Elizabeth, I hope? 

Puff. O Lud ! no, no,—1 only ſuppoſe the Governor 
of 'Vilbury Fort's daughter to be ig love with the ſon of 
the Spaniſh Admiral. ; 

Sneer. Oh, is that au? 


Dangle. 
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Dangle. Excellent, Efaith! I ſee it at once. But 
won't this appear rather 1mprobable ? | 


29 


Puff. To he ſure it will but what the plague ! a play 
is not to ſhaw occurrences that happen every day, but 
things juſt ſo ſtrange, that tho? they never did, they might 


ha ben. 


x 


Sneer. Certainly nothing is unnatural, that is not phy- 


ſicaity impoſhble. 


Puff. Very true—and for that matter Don Ferolo + 
W kerandos—for that's the lover's name, might have 
been over here in the train of the Spaniſh Ambaſſador : 
or Lilburina, for that is the lady's. name, might have 
been in love with him, from having heard his character, 
or ſeen his picture; or from knowing that he was the laſt 
man in the world ſhe. onght to-be in love with—or for 
any other good female realyn.—FHowever, Sir, the fact 
is, that tho” ſhe is but a Kaight's daughter, egad ! ſhe is- 


in love like any Princeſs ! 


Dangle. Poor young lady! I feel for her already! for 
I'can conceive how great the conflict mult be between 
her paſhon and ber duty; her love for her country, and 


her love for Don Ferolo Wiſkerandos ! 


Puff. O amazing ! —her poor ſuſceptible heart is ſway- N 


ed io and fro, by conteading paſſions like 


Enter UxpbfRñ PaourrER. 


Under Promp. Sir, the ſcene 1s let, and every thing is 


realy to begiu if you pleaſ.— 
Puff. Egad; then we'll loſe no time. | 
Under Promp. Lho' I believe, Sir, you will find it very / 


rery ſhort ; tor all the performers have profited by the 


kind permiſſion you granted them. 


Puff. Hey! what! 


0 


Lader Promp. You know, Sir, you gave them leave to 
cut out or 6:17 whatever they found heavy or unneceſlary - 
to the plot, and I muſt own they have taken very liberal 


advantage of you®indulgence. . 


Puff.. Well, well. they are in general very good 
jodge ; and I know I am Iuxuriaat.— Now, Mr Hop- 


kins, as ſoon as you pleaſe. 
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Under K to the muſic. Gentlemen, will you play 
a few bars of ſomething, juſt to—- 

Puff. Ave, that's right, —for as we have the ſcenes, 
and dreſſes, egad, we'll go to't, as if. it was the firſt 
night's pertormance z— but you need not mind ſtopping 
between the acts. n Exit Under Prompter. 

f (Orcheſtra Play. Then the Bell rings.) 

Soh } land. clear gentlemen. — Now you know there 
will be a cry of down i—dowr !-—hats off! filence —fl. 
lance — Then up the curtain,—and let us ſee what our 
painters have done for us. 


SCENE IF. 


The Curtain riſes and diſcovers Tilbury Fort; 
Tuo Centineit azlcep. 


Dangle. Tilbury Fort very fine indeed! 

Puff. Now, what do you think I open with? 

Sneer. Vaith, I can't pueſs — 

Puff. A clock— Hark t=(clock frikes.) 1 open with: 
a clock {triking, to beget an awful attention in the audi- 
ence—it alſo 8 the time, which is four o'clock in the 
morning, and faves a deleription of the riſing ſun, and a 
great deal about gilding the eaſtern hemiſphere. 

Dangle. But pray, are the centinels to be aſleep? 

Puff.” Fuſt as watchmen. 

Sncer. Is' nt that odd, tho“ at fuch an alarming criſis ?” 
Puff. To be fore it Rnd? ut ſmaller things muſt give 
way to a ſtriking ſcene at the opening 3- that's a _rule,— 
And the cate is, chat two great men are coming to this 
very {pat to begin the picee 5 now, it is not to be ſuppo- 
led they would open their lips, if theſe fellows were 
vatchipg then; ſa, egad, I muſt either have fent them 
off their polls, or fer them flee p. 

Suter. © that accounts for it !— But tell us, who are 
meſe coming 

Puff. hey are they— Sir Walter Raleigh, and Sir 


Chiiſopher Hatton. You'll know Sr Chritlopher,. by 
his. 
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. his turning out his toes — famous, you know, for his dan 
eing. I like to preſerve all the little traits of character, 
— Now attend. 


: 
p Enter Six WarrEA RaLEtGH nnd Sia ChrnsTOPHER 
. Harrow. 5 

« Sir Chris. True, gallant Raleigh !— 
e Dangle. W hat, they had been talking before ? 
1 Puff. O yes; all the way as they came along. — I beg 
ur 


pardon gentlemen, [to the Aders] but theſe are particu- 
lar friends of mine, whoſe remarks may be of great ſer- 
vice to us. Don't mind interrupting them whenever any 
thing lirikes you. [ 7% Sneer and Dung le.] 

Sir Chris. True, gallant Raleigh ! 

« But O, thou champion ct thy country's tame, 

“ There is a queſtion which 1 yet mult aſk ; 

« A queſtion which I never aſk'd before 
What mean theſe mighty armamepts ? 

This general muſter ? and this throng of chiefs ? 

Sneer. Pray, Mr Puff, how came Sir Chriſtopher Hat- 
tan never to aſk that queſtion before? 


wick Puff. What, before the play began ? how the plague 

udi- could he? | 
the Dangle. That's true efaith ! | | 

id a Puff. But you will kear what be thinks of the matter. 


Sir Chris. Alas, my noble friend, when I behold. 
Von tented plains in martial ſymmetry 
« Array'd— When I count o'er yon gintering lines 
* Ot crelted warizors, where the proud ſteeds neigh,, 
* And vaior-breatbing trumpet's ſhrill appeal, 
« Reipoptive vibrate on my li{t'nivg eat; 
„ When virgin majelty herſelf 1 view, 
„Like her protectiag Pallas veiPd in ſteel, 
* With graceiul confidence exhort to arms! 
* When briefly all i hear or fee bears ſtamp. 
* Ot martial vigilapce, and Rern detence, 


o ate * 1 cannot but ſumiſe.— Fo give, my triend, 
If the conjeclure's raſh.—— I cannot but 
Sir * Surmiſe, —— The ſtate ſome danger apprehends ! 
„ by eneer, A very Cautious conjecture that.. 
his | | - 
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Puff. Yes, that's his character; not: to give an opinion, 


but on ſecure grounds —now then. 
& Sir Walter. O, moſt accompliſhed Chriſtopher. 
Puff. He calls him by his chriſtian name, to ſhow that 
they are on the moſt familiar terms. 
% gtr Walter, O moſt accompliſhed Chriſtopher, I find 
* "Phy ſtaunch fagacity ſtill tracks the future, 
In the freſh print of the ofertaken paſt. 
Puff. Figurative ! 
„% Sir Walter. Thy fears are juſt. 
& Sir. Chris. But Where? whence? when ? and what 
«© 'The dang: | 13 Methinks 1 faia would learn. 
« Sir Malter. You know, my friend, fcarce two te- 
„ yolving fans, 
«© And three revolving moons, have cloſed their courle 
& Since haughty Philip, in deſpight of peace, 
„% With hoſtile hand hath truck at England's trade. 
% Sir Chris, I know it well. 
«* Sir Malter. Philip you know is proud, Iberia's king! 
« Sir Chris. He is. 
«© Sir Walter, — His ſubjects in baſe bigotry 
& And Catholic oppreſhon held, while we 
% You know, the ptoteſtaat verſuaſion hold.. 
« Sir Chris, We do. 
„% Sir Walter. You know beſides, tis boaſted ar- 
© mament, 
« The fam'd armada. by the Pope baptized, 
% With purpoſe to invade theſe realms 
« Hir Chris. ——$ ſailed, 
4 Our laſt advices ſo report. 
« Sir Walter, While the Iberian Admiral's chief hope, 
« His darling fon 
« Sir Chris. Ferolo Wiſkerandos hight—— 
« Sir Walter. The fame—by chance a pris' ner hail 
„ been ta'en, 
« And in this fort of Tilbury 
« Sir Chris. ls now 
Confin'd, —'tis true, and oft from yon tall turrets top 
& I've mark'd the youthful Spaniard's haughty mien 
&. Unconquer'd, tho? in chains; 
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« Sir Waller. | - You alſo know 

Dang le. —Mr Puff, as he #nowe all this, why does Sir 
Walter go on telling him? . 

Puff. But the audience are not ſuppoſed to know any 
thing of the matter, are they ? - | 

Sneer. True; but I think you manage ill; for there 
certainly appears no reaſon why Sir Walter ſhould be fo 
communicative. 

Puff. For, egad now, that is one of the moſt ungrate- 
ful obſervations I ever heard —for the leſs inducement he 
has to tell all this, the more 1 think you ought to be o- 
blig'd to him; for 1 am ſure you'd know nothing of the 
matter without it. 

Dangle. That's very true, upon my word. 

Puff. But you will find he was not going on, 

% Sir Chris. Enough, enough, —us plain—and I ne 

„more 

« Am in amazement loſt! 
Puff. Here, now you ſee, Sir Chriſtopher did not in 
fact aſk any one queition for his own information. 

Sneer. No indeed ;—his has been a molt dilintereſted 
curiolity! 5 ä 

Dangle, Really, I find, we are very much obliged to 
them both. 

Puff. Lo be ſure you are. Now then for the Com- 
mander in Chief, the Earl of Leiceſter ! who, you know, 
was no favourite but of the, Queen's. —We leit offt—* in 
anazement loſt!— | 

„% Sir Chris, Am in amazement loſt. —— 

% But, ſce where noble Leicelter comes ! ſupreme 
& In honours and commaud. 
« Sir Walter. And yet methinks, 
“% At ſuch a time, fo perilous, 1o frar'd 
That ſtaſf might well become an abler graſp, 
„Sir Chris. And fo, by heav'n, think I ! but foft, 
« he's here! 
Puff. Aye, they envy him. 
Sneer, . But who are theſe with him ? 
Puff. O! very valiant knights; one is the governor 
| the fort, the other the malter of che hof ſe. . And now, 
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I think you ſhall hear ſome better language: I was ob! if 
ed to be plain and intelligible in the firſt ſcene, becaule 
there was ſo much matter of fact in it; but now, faith, 
vou have trope, figure, and metaphor, as plenty as noun- 
ſubſtantives. 
Enter Ear or LeicesTiR, the Governor, and others, 
„% Leicefler. How's this my friends? 18't thus your 
« new fledg'd zeal 
« And plumed valor moulds in rooſted floth ? 
« Why dimly glimmers that heroic flame, 
© Whoſe red'ning blaze by patriot ſpirit fed, 
« Should be the beacon of a kindling realm? 
% Can the quick current of a patriot heart, 
% Phus ſtagnate in a cold and weedy converſe, 
4 Or freeze in tideleſs inaQtivity ? 
% No! rather let the fountain of your valor & 
« Spring thro? each ſtream of enterprize, 
« Fach petty channel of conducive daring, 
« Till che full torrent of your foaming wrath 
* O''erwhelm the flats of ſunk hoſtiluy! 
Puff. There it is, —follow*d up! 
« Sir Walter. No more! the freſh'ning breath of 
« thy rebuke 
« Hath fiil''d the ſwelling canvefs of our ſouls ! 
« An thus, tho? fate ſhould cut the cable of 
; [All tate handi.\ 
Our topmoſt hopes, in friendſhip's cloſing line 
« We'l! grapple with deſpair, and if we fall, 
„% We'n fall in Giory's wake! 
% -Leicefler. 'There ſpoke Old England's genius! 
« hen, ue we all refolv'd ! 
% Al] We are—all refoly'd. 
© Leicefler, Lo conquer or be free! 
% Ail. Lo conquer, or be free. 
6 Leiceſter. All! 
% Al{ All. 
Dangle. Nem. con. egad! 
Puſf. O yes, where they do agree on the ſtage, theif 
ynanunity 1s wooderſes ! 
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« T.eice/ler, Then, let us embrace and now 
Sacer. What the plague, is he going to pray? 
g Puff. Yes, huſh!—in great emergencies, there is no- 
uſe thing like a prayer ! 
«* Leiceſler. O mighty Mars! 
Dangle But why ſhould he pray to Mars ? 
Puff. Huſh ! 
„ Leiceſter. If in thy homage oſs 
%% Each point of diſcipline I've (till obſerv'd; 
« Nor but by due promotion, and the right 
& Of ſervice, to the rank cf M-jor-General 
« Have ris'n ; aſſiſt thy rotary now ! 
% Governor. Yet do not riſe, hear me ! 
Maſter of Horſe. And me! 
Knight. And me! 
Sir Walter. And me! 
Sir Chriſtopher. And me! 
Puff. Now, pray all together. 
. | + All. Behold thy votaries ſubfniſive beg. 
«© "That thou wilt deign to grant them all they alk ; 
Afliſt them to accompliſh all thar ends, 
And ſanctify whatever means they ule 
To gain then: ! 
Sneer. A very orthodox quintetto ! 
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reath of WM Puff. Vaſtly well, gentlemen. —lIs that well managed, 
er not? Have you ſuch a prayer as that on the ſtage ? 
= Sueer, Not exactly. 
Leicefler to Puff. But, Sir, you haven't ſettled how we 
„ bands. Ne to get off here. 


line Puff. You could not go off kneeling, could you ? 
Sir Walter to Puff. O no, Sir! impe ſfible! 

Puff. It would have a good effect efaith, if you could! 
genius! Mun praying! — ee, and would yary the eſtabliſhed 
mode of ſpringing off with a glance at the pit. 

Sneer. O never mind, fo as you pet them off, I'll an- 
wer for it the audience won't care how. 
Puff. Well theo, repeat the laſt line landing, and go 
| the old way. 
« All. And qanctify whateve r means we uſe to pain 
« them. [ Exeuut, : 
Dangle. L 
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Dangle. Bravo! a fine exit. 
Sneer, Well, really Mr Puff, 
Puff. Stay a moment. 


The CkintixngLs get uþ. 
6 1/} Centinel. All this ſhall to Lord Burleiols's ear, 
% 24 Centinel. I is meet it ſhould. | &xeunt Centinel;, 
Dangle. Hey! why, I thought thaes fellows had been 


aſleep ? ? 


Puff. Only a pretence, there's the art of it; they were 
ſpies of Lord Burleigh” 8. 

Sneer, — But isn't it odd, they were never taken notice 
of, not even by the commander in chief. 

Puff. O lud, Sir, if people who want to liſten, or o- 
verhear, were not always conniv'd at in a Tragedy, there 
would be no cartying en any plot in the world. 

Dangle. That's certain! 

Puff. But take care, my dear Dangle, the oat gun 
is going to ſite. [ Cannon fires. ] 

Dangle. Well, that will have a fine effect. 

Puff. I thiak fo, and helps to realize the ſcene, — 

[ Cannon tavice. | 
What the plague !—t5ree morning guns !—there never 1 
but one !-—aye, this is always the way at the Theatre— 
give theſe fellows a good thing, and they never know 
when to have done with it. You have no more cannon 
to fire ? 

Prompter ſram within, No Sir. 

Puff. Now then, for ſoft muiſic. 

Seer, Pray what's that for? 

Puff. It ſhows that Tilburina is com ing; nothing in- 
troduces you a heroine like ſoft muſic.—Here ſhe comes. 

Dangle. And her confidant, I ſuppoſe ? 

Puff. To be ſure: here thev are—inconſolable to th 
miauet in Ariadne! Soft muſic. 
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«K Ty/hurina. Now has the noon breath o 
0 gentle morn, 


& Bad Nature's voice, and Nature's beauty riſe ; 
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ve While orient Phœbus with unborrow?'d hues, 


« Cloaths the wak'd lovelineſs which all night ſlept 
- & Jo heavaly drapery ! Darkneſs is fl:d. 


« Now flowers untold their beauties to the ſun, ; 

« And bluſhing, kifs the beam he ſends to wake them, 

Pune ſtrip'd carnation, and the guarded roſe, 

„The vulgar wall-flow'r, and imart gilly-flower, 

% 'The polyanthus mean-—the dapper Gaizy, 

« Sweet william, and ſweet marjorum,--and.all 

„The tribe of ſiagle and of double pinks ! 

« Now too, the feather'd warblers tune their notes 

« Around, and charm the hiltning grove. The lark ! 

© The hnnet ! chafinch ! bulfinch! poldfinch ! green- 
« fiach 

«© —— But O to me, no joy can they afford! 

« Nor roſe, nor wall-flow'r, nor ſmart gilly-flower, 

% Nor polyanthus mean, nor dapper daizy, 

« Nor William fweet, nor marjorum---nor lark, 

« Linnet, nor all the finches of the grove! 

Puff Your white handkerchief madam 

Tilbyrina. 1 thought, Sir, I was*nt to uſe that ?till 


© heart rending woe.“ 


Puff. O yes madam---at “ the finches of the grove,” 


if you pleaſe. 


% Tilburing. + „„ Nar lark, 
« Linnet, nor all the finches of the grove! [ Weeps. 
Puff. Vaſtly well madam ! : 
Dangle. Vaſtly well indeed! 
« Tilburina. For O too fure, heart rending woe is 
4 now 
The lot of wretched Tilburina! 
Dangle. O !—'jis too much. 
Sneer, Oh! it is indeed. 
* Gonfidant. Be comforted ſweet lady for who 
„ knows, |; 
* But Heav'n has yet ſome milk-white day in ſtore. 
&+ Talburina. Alas, my gentle Nora, 
«© 'F endet youth, as yet, hath never mourn'd | 
„ Loye's fatal Gart,--Elſe wouldſt thou know, that 
« when | 
D 


38 FO; T he Critic. 5 


6 "The ſoul is ſunk in comfortleſs deſpair, 

It cannot taſte of merryment. 

Dangle. That's certain. g 5 

* Confidant. But ſee where your tern father comes; 

It is not meet that he ſhould find you thus. 
Puff. Hey, what the plague !-—what a cut is here? 
why, what is become of the deſcription of her firſt meet- 
ing with Don Wifkerandos ? His gallant behaviour in the 
ſea fight, and the limile of the canary bird? 

Tilturinga. Indeed Sir, you'll find they will not be 
miſs' d. 


Puff. Very well. -Very well! all 
Tilburina. Ihe cue ma' am if you pleaſe. 
« Con fidant. It is not meet tuat he ſhould find you rad 
„ thus. 
X * Tilburina, Thou counſel'ſt right, but tis no eaſy 

» « taſk | 

5 « For barefaced grief to wear a maſk. of joy. 

14 

«| | Emnct Governor. 

18 & Governor, How's this—in teats? 0 Tilbu- 
F:id . tina, ſhame! : | 
310 « 1s this a time for muudling tenderneſs, cut 

14 c And Cupid's baby woes ?——haſt thou not heard to 
| it © That haughty Spain's Pope- corſectated fleet | 6 

4 « Advances to our ſhores, while England's fate, 4% 
a | Like a clipp'd guinea, trembles to the ſcale ! 6 

ky % Tilburina. Then is the criſis of my fate at hand! f 

| & J ice the fl:et's approach 11e — the 
«118 Puff. Now, pray gentlemen mind.——Lhis is one of the ker; 
; bl molt uſeful figures we tragedy writers have, by which a ſuac 

| hero or heroine, in conſideration of their being often now 
bb obliged to | overlook things that are on the ſtage, is men 
Bi allow'd to hear and ſee a number of things that are not. as h 

i Sneer. Yes—a kind of poetical ſecond-ſight ! {wor 
5 Puff. Yes—now then madam, X 
* : % Tilburina. I ſee their decks 

1h &« Are clear'd 1 EI ſee the ſignal made 

ne © The line is form'd !—a cable's length aſunder 

1 „I ſce the frigates ſtation'd in the rear ; 


« And 
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„% And now, I heat the thunder of the guns 

% T hear the vitor's ſnouts— alfo hear | 

The vanquiſh'd groan !—and now *tis ſmoke—and 

% now x 
«I ſee the looſe fails ſhiver in the wind! 
] fee—l fee—what foon you'll ſee 
© Governor. Hold daughter ! peace F this love hath 
« turn'd thy brain: 

The Spanith fleet thou cagſt not ſee - becauſe 

«& —]t 15 not yet in fight ! | 

Dangle. Egad, tho', the governor ſeems to make no 
allowance tor this poetical figure you talk of, 

Puff. No, a plain matter of- fact man that's his cha- 
racter, : 

« Tilburina. But will you then refuſe his offer? 
„ Governor. I muſt— I will can—I ought—L 
do. 
& Ti/burina. Think what a noble price. 
Governor. No more—you urge in vain. 
% Tilburina. His liberty is all he aſks. 

Sneer, All c aſks Mr Puff? Who is 

Puff. Egad, Sit, I can't tell Here has been ſuch 
_ and flaſhiog, I dont know where they have got 
to myſelf. | 

" "Tilburins, Indeed Sir you will find it will connect 
« very well. | 
« And your reward ſecore, 

Puff. O,—if they had'nt been ſo deviliſh free with 
their cutting here, you would have found that Don Wil. 
kerandos has been tampering for his liberty, and has per- 
ſaaded Tilburina to make this propoſal to her father—and 
now pray obſerve the conciſeneis with which the argu- 
ment is condected. Egad, the pro & con goes as ſmatt 
as hits in a fencing match, It is indeeU! a fort of ſmall 
{word logic, which we have borrowed from the French. 

& Tihburina. A. retreat in Spain 
© Governor, Outlawry here! 
0 Tilburina. Your daugliter's prayer! 
© Governors Your father's oath ! 
& Titburina, My lover! 
D 2. % Governors 
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© Herner. My country! 

« T{{/burina. Tilburina ! 

4 Governor: England 1 

% Jilburina. A title ! 

« Governor. Horour ! 

& Tilburina. A penſion ! 

&« Governor, Conſcience ! 

« Jillurina. A thockod pounds ! 

© Governor. Ha | thou haſt touch'd me nenrly ? 
Puff. There you fee———ſhe threw in Tilburina, 


Quick, parry cart with England !— Hah ! thruſt in teirce 


a tit]e.!—parried by honour. —Hi#h ! a penſion over the 
2 pat by by confcience-—Fhen flankonade with a 
thouſand pounds—and a palpable hit egad! 
% Tilbariva. Canſt thou 
« Rej-& the ſuppliant, and the daughter too? 
% Governor No more; I would not hear thee 
plead in vam, | 
The father ſoftens— but the governor 
& Is fx'd! [ Exit. 
Dangle. Aye, that antitheſis of perſons—is a molt 


eſtabliſh'd figure. 


« Tillurina. Tis well, 
— fond paſhon hence ; 
% Duty, behold I am alt over thine —_— 
« W:ifterandor till out. Where is my love—my— 
4% Tilburina. Ha 
6% Wikerandos entering. My beauteous edemy 
Puff. O dear ma'am, you mult Rart a great deal more 
Man that; conſider you had juſt determined in favour of 
duty—when in a moment the ſound of bis voice revives 
your paſhon, —everthrows your reſolution, deſtroys your 
obedience.— If you don't expreſs all that i in your ſtar.— 
you do r.othiog at all, 
Tilburina, Well, well try again! 
Dangle. Spezkipg from within, has always a fine effect. 
Sneer. Very. 
„% Wiſterandos, My conquering Tilburiaa ! Hon! 
is't thus 
a We meet? why are thy looks averſe! what means 
& Tha 
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That falling tcar——that frown of bodiog woe? 
% Hah ! now ; indeed I am a priſoner 1. 
« Yes, now | fecl the galling weight of theſe *., 
„ Nifcraceſul chains — which cruel Tilburina 
*. Thy doatiag captive gloricd in before. 
«© But thou art falſe, and Wiſksrandos is undone ! 
« Tilbhurina. O no; how little doſt thou kaow thy 
Tilbur ina! 
% Wifkerandcs. . Art thou then tue! Begone cares, 
„ doubts, and fears, 
„J make you all a preſent to the winds; 
* And if the winds r<je& you—try the waves. 
Puff, The wind you know, is the eſtabliſhed receiver 
of ali ſlolen ſighs, and caſt off griefs and apprehenſions. 
& Tilburina. Yet mult we part? ſtern. duty ſeals 
| our doom: 
« "Though here 1 call yon con ſcious clouds to witneſs, 
© Could I purſue the bias of my foul, 
« All friends, all right of parents I'd diſclaim, 
« And thou, my Witkerandos, ſhould'ſt be father 
% And mother, brother, couſia, uncle, aunt, 
« And friend to me! 
« Whiſkerandos, O matchleſs excellence Land 
muſt we part ? 5 
« Well, if—we muſt—we muſt—and in that caſe 
« The leſs is ſaid the better. 
Puff. Hey day! here's a cut! What, are all the mu- 
tual pi orteſtations out? 
Tiborina. Now, pray Sir, Jon' t interrupt us juſt here, 
you ruin our feelings, 
Puff. Your eee rounds, my feelings, . 
ma' am! 
Sneer. No; pray don't interrupt them. 
% N erandots. One laſt embrace 
te Tilburina Nev rol for ever. 
% Wiſkerandos, For ever! | 
% Tubnrina. Aye, for ever. [Gong 
Puff. S'death and fury !—-Gadflife ! Sir! Madam, 
if you go out without ho parting look, .you might as 
well dance out — Here, here | 
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2 4 : . 
Confidant. Bu pray Sir, how am I to get off here? 

1 Puff. You, plhaw I. what the devil fipnifies how you 7 
+ get off ! dge away at the top, or Where you will you 
5 [ puſhes the confillant 4] Now Ma'am you feca—— r 
o Tilburina. We urderitand you Sir. | frog 


Aye for ever. 7 

| Both. Ohh — [Turning back and exeunt. P 
. [Scene cloſes, L 
. Dangle. O charming | P 
Puff Hey !—tis pretty well I believe—you ſee 1 7 

don't attempt to ſtrike out any thing new but I take it P 
U 

P 

* 

H 

P 


I improve on the tſtabliſhed modes. 
Sneer. You do indeed, But pray is not Queen Eli- 
"8 zabeth to appear? ho 
| [ Fu. No, not once—but ſhe is to be talked of for ever; 
4 fo that egad you will think an hundred times. that ſhe is 
3 en the point of coming in. bas 
234  Sneer. Hang it, I think it's a pity to keep her in the tun! 
* green room all the night. form 
* Puff. O 20, that always has a fine effect—it keeps up print 
* expectation, Sn 
Dangle. But are we not to have a battle? P, 


Puff. Yes, yes, you will have. à battle at laſt, but, e- I we4 
gad, n's not to be by land— but by ſea—and that is the horſe 


only quite new, thing n. the piece. and 1 
Dang!. What, Drake at the Armada, bey ? on 
Puff. Yes, efaith—fre ſhips and all—then we ſhall bit tc 

end with the proce ſſion.— Hey ! that will do I think, Park 
Sneer. No doubt ont. 77 
Pu. Come, we muſt not loſe time — ſo now for the ay, 

VNDER PLOT, | the d 
Sneer. What the plague, have you another. plot ? _ fink ( 
Puff... O lord, yes—ever while you live, have two plots 21 

to your tragedy.— The grand point in managing them, is, men- 

enly to let your under plot have as little connexion with ready 
your main point as poſſible, —1 flatter my{clt nothing can Sm 
be more' difhinQahan, mine; for, as in my chief plot, the Pu 


charaQers are all preat people—l haye laid my under plot Lu! pr 
in low tife-—and as the former is to end in deep diſtrels,, 

1 make the other end as happy as a fares. — Now Mt Hoyy 

kian, as ſoon as you pleaſe, | 
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FEiiter Unoer Prour rea. 
ou Under Promp. Sir, the carpenter ſays it is impoſhble _ 
— you can go to the Park ſcene yet. | | 
Puff. The Park ſcene! No—l mean the deſcription 
ſcene here, in the wood. 
Under Promp. Sir, the performers have cut it out, 
Puff. Cut it out! | 


ſea, Under Promp. Yes Sir. © 
Puff. What! the whole account of Queen Elizabeth? 

1 Under Promp. Yes Sir, | 

d it Puff. And the deſcription of her horſe and ſide- ſaddle 
Under Promp. Yes Hir. 

Eli- Puff. So, fo, this is very fine indeed! Mr Hopkins, 

how the plague could you ſuffer this 2 
ver; Hophins from within. Sir, indeed the pruning knife - 
e is Puff. The pruning knife —zounds the axe ! why, here 


bes been ſuch loppiog and topping, I- ſhan't have the bare 
the trunk of my play left preſently.— Very well, Sir— the per- 
formers mult do as they pleaſe, but upon my ſoul, I'll. 
ö up print it every word. | ö 
Sneer. That I would indeed. 
| Puſf. Very well— Sir—then we muſt go on—2zoands ! [ 
it, e- I would not have parted with the deſcription of the } 
z the horſe !—W<:I!, Sir, go on—Sir, it was one of the fineſt, | 
and moſt laboured things—Very- well, Sir, let them go - 
on—there you had him and his accoutrements from the 
ſhall bit to the crupper—very well, Sir, we mult go to the 
k, Park ſcene. | 
Under Promp. Sir, there is the point, the carpenters. 
r the. ſay, that unteſs there is ſome buſineſs put in here before 
| the drop, they ſhan't have time to clear away the fort, or 
fink Graveſend and the river. 


! 


o plots Puff. So! this is a pretty dilemma truly — Gentle-.. 

em, is, men—you mult excuſe me, theſe fellows will never be 

> with ready, unleſs I go znd look after them myſelf, | 

Ig can Fuser. O dtar Sir—theſe Jictle things will happen 

Dt, the Puff. To cut out this ſcene but PII print it — gad, 13 | 
N ** 21] print it every word! N [Excunt. : 
iſtrels, | - hy 
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r 
4 SCENE I. 
Before the Curtain. 


Enter Tur, SNEER, and Dax OUR. 


2 W ELL, we are ready — now then for the 
juſtices. 
LCurtain riſet; Fullers, Conſtablet, c. diſcovered. 

Sneer. Ibis, I fuppole, is a fort of ſenate ſcene, 

Puff To be ſure—there has not been one yet. 

Dangle. It is the under plot, isn't it ? 

2405 Ves. What, gentlemen, do Fo mean to go at 
once io the diſcovery fcene ? 

Tuſiice. If yon pleaſe, Sir. 

1. O very "= l|i—barkee, I don't chuſe to fay any 
thing more; but efeith, they have mangled my play in a 
moſt ſhocking manner ! 

Dang le. It's a great pity ! 

Puff. Now then, Mr juſtice, if you pleaſe, 

« FJuſtice Are all the volunteers without? 
* Conſtable They are. 

& Sone ten in ferters, and ſome twenty drunk. 

& Fuſlice. Attends the youth, whoſe molt opprobri- 
dus fame 

% And clear convicted crimes have ſtampt him ſoldier ! 

«- Conſtalle. He waits your pleaſure z eager to repay 

4% "Phe bieſt reprieve that ſends him to the fields 

«- Of glory, there to raiſe his breaded hand 

« In honour's cauſe. 


4 Fuſint, 


{1 
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& Tuſtice. "Tis well lis Juſtice arms him! 
„ O! may he now defend his country's laws 
© With half the ſpirit he has broke them all ! 
« If 'tis your worthip's pleafure, bid him enter. 

© Conflable. I fly, the herald of your will. 


[Exit Conflable. 

Puff. Quick, Sir! 

Sacer. But, Mr Puff, I thick not only the Juſtice, but 
the clown ſeems to talk in as high a ſtyle as the fitſt hero 
among them. . 

Puff. Heaven forbid they ſhould not in a free coun- 
try !—Sir, I am not for making flaviſh diſtinctions, and 
giving all the fine language to the upper ſort of people. 

Dangle. That's very noble in you indeed. 


Enter ſusrictz's LApr. 
Puff. Now pray mark this ſcene. f 
« Lady. Forgive this interruption, good my love ; 
ered.) © But as [| juſt now paſt, a pris*ner youth 
_ * Whom rude bands hither led, ſtrange bodings ſeiz'd 
« My fluttering heart, and to myſelf I ſaid, 
% An if our Tom had liv'd, he'd ſurely been 


wr the 


0 g 25 « 'This ſtripling's height! 
« Tuftice. Ha! fare ſome powerful ſympathy directs 
“ Us both i 
ſay any 
ay in a Enter Sox and Coxs rats. 


* Juſtice. What is thy name? 


* Son. My name's Tom Jixnxixns—cliar, have I 
© none— _ , 
© Tho' orphan'd, and without a friend! 
10 Juſtice. Thy parents ? | 
% Son. My father dwelt in Rocheſter=—and was, | 


pprovri © As I have heard a fiſhmonger—— no more, 

Is Puff. What, Sir, do you leave out the account of your- - 
ſoldict! birth, parentage, and education? | 
to repa) Son. They have ſettled it ſo, Sir, here. | 
ds Puff. Oh! oh! 


* Lady. How loudly nature whiſpers to my heart ! 4 
y 
7 ofin © Had he no other name:? ; 


4% Fon. | | 


4 . Th Critic 


Son. Pre ſeen a bill 
“ Olf his, fign'd Tomkins, creditor, 
« Jyſlice. This does indeed confirm each circum- 
6 (tance 
“ The gypſey told! Prepare! 
« Son. 1 do. 
« Juſtice. No orphan, nor without a friend at't 
e thou 
Jam thy father, here's thy mother, zhere 
Thy uncle this thy firſt couſin, and thoſe 
« Are all your near relations ! 
© Mother. O ecſtaſy of bliſs ! 
& Fon. O moſt unlook'd for happineſs ! 
% Juice. O wonderful event! 
DL T hey faint alternately in each others arms. 
Puff. There, you lee relationihip, like ns will 
Out. 


cc 


& Juſtice. Now let's revive——elſe were this joy 
% too much! 

6% But come — and we'll unfold the reſt within, 
&« And thou my boy mult needs want reſt and food. 
% Hence may each orphan, hope, as chance directs 
To find a father—where he leaſt expects! [ Exeunt, 
Puff. What do you thiok of that ? 
Dangle. One of the fineſt diſcovery-ſcenes J ever ſaw. 


Any, this unde er- plot would have made a tragedy itſels . 


Fncer. Aye, er 2 comedy arch or, 


Puff. And keeps quite clear you ſ2e of the other. 


Enter Seryemen, taking away the Seats. 

Pup. "he ſcene remains, does it? 

Fcenem un. Yes, Sir. 

Huf. You are to leave one chair you know—But it 13 
always awkward in a tragedy, to have you fellows com- 
ing in in your playhouſe liveries to remove things —1 wilt 
that could be managed better.—So now for the myiteci- 
ous yeoman. 

Enter a Berv-rATER. 
« Bref-eater. Perdition catch my ſoul but 1 do love 
„ thee. 
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Fneer. Haven't I heard that line before ? 

Puff. No, I fancy not Where pray? 

Dangle. Yes, 1 chink there is ſomething like it in O- 
thello. 

Puff. Gad! now you put me in mind on't, I believe 
there 18—but that's of no conſequence—all- that can be 
lid is, that two people happeacd- to hit on the ſame 
thought——A nd Shakelpeare made ule of it firſt, that's all. 

Sneer. Very true. 

Puff. Now, Sir, your ſoliloquy but ſpeak more to 
the pit, it you pleaſe—the ſoliloquy always to the * 
that's a rule. 

« Heefteater. Tho' hopeleſs love finds comfort in 
„ deſpair, 

« It never can endure a rival's bliſs ! 

« But ſoft 1 am obſery'd. [Exit Beef-cater, 

Dangle. That's a very ſhort ſoliloquy. 

Puff. Yes—but it would have beea a great deal longer 
if he nad not been obſerved. - 

Snezr. A molt ſentimental Beef-eater that, Mr Puff. 

Puff. Hearks—1 would not have you be 100 ſure that 
he i a Beek-cater, 

Sneer, What! a hero in diſguiſe? 

Puff. No watter—I only give you a hint— But now 
for my principal character Here he comes—Lord Bur- 
leigh in perſon ! Pray, gentlemen, ſtep this way—ſott] 
—1 only hope the Lord High Treaſurer is perfe&t—it be 
is but perfect! 


LY 


Enter Bus lH, goes ſlo4vly to a chair and ſits. 

Sneer, Mr Puff 

Puff. Huſh!—vaſtly well, Sir! vaſtly well a moſt 
intereſting gravity ! 

Dangle, What, isn't he to ſpeak at all ? 

Pug. Eygad, I thought you'd aſk me that—yes it is a 
very likely thing—that a Mainitter in bis ſituation, with 
the whole affairs of ih: nation on his head, ſhould have 
ume to talk I—but huſh ! or you'll put him out. 


Sacer. Put him ou: ! how. the plague can that be, if 


he's not going to ſay any thing ? 


of. 


= -— — 


at 1. . 


' Puff. There's a reaſon !— why, his part is to thn, 
and how the plague do 425 imagine he can think if you 
keep talking? 

Dangle: That's very true upon my word ! 

[ Burkeigh comet forward, ſhakes his head and exit. 

Sneer. He is very perfect indeed Now, pray what 
did he mean by that? 

Puff. You don't take it? 

Sncer. No; I don't upon my ſoul. | 

Puff. Why, by that ſhake of the head, he gave you te 
underſtand that even though they had more juſtice in their 
cauſe and wiſdom in their meaſures—yet, if there was 
not a greater ſpirit ſhown on, the part of the people=-the 
country would at latt fall a facrifice to the p ambi- 
tion of the Spaniſh monarchy. 

Sneer. The devil !—did be mean all that 17 ſhaking 
his head ? 

Puff. Every word of 1—14 he ſhook his head as I 
taught him. 

Dangle. Ah ! there certainly is a. vaſt deal to be done 
on the ſtage by dumb ſhew, and expreſſion of face, and a 
judicious author knows how much he map truſt to it, 

Sneer. O! here are ſome of our old acquaintance. 


Fnter Harro at RALxiGn. 
« Sir Chris. My niece, and your niece too | 

% By he-y'n ! there's witchcraft in'. He ould 

i not elſe 
1 Have gain'd their bean. ſce where they 
„ approach; 
« Some horrid purpoſe low'ring on their brows ! 
Sir Walter. Let us withdraw and mark them. 
| They wiihdraw, 

Sheer What is all this? 

Puff. Ah ! here has been more pruning bet the fact 
is, theſe two young ladies are alſo in love with Don 
Wiſkerandos.— Now, penilemen, this ſcene goes entire- 
ly for what we call 81TUAaTiON and STAGE Errecr, by 
which the greateſt applauſe may be obtained, without the 
a{bſtance ot l:pguage, ſeatiment, or character: pray mark! 


r 
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Enter the wo Nirces, 
e % Niece. Ellena here! 
4 She is his ſcorn as much as I- that is 


it. «. Some comfort ſtill. +” | : 
chat Puff. O dear madam, you ate not to ſay that to her 
face gde, ma' am, gfide.— lle whole ſcene is to be 
gſide. | . 
«- % Niece. She is his ſcorn as much as: L=that is 
u ts « Some comfort ſtiiſl! Alt. 
their „ 24 Niece. 1 know he prizes not Pollina's love, 
Was « Bat 'Tilburina lords it ofer his heart, [ Hfede. 
-the 1% Niece. But ſee the proud deſtroyer of my peace. 
mbi- © Revenge is all' the good I've left. [Afede. 
| + « 24 Niece, He comes, the falſe diſturber of my 
aking 4 quiet. | | « 
8 « Now vengeance do thy worſt [ Aſide. 
2 | | 
Enter W HiS$KEkRANDOS» 
done “ O hateful liberty —if thus in rain 
and 2 « ] ſeek my Tilburina ! 
t. « Both Nieces. And ever ſhalt ! ö 8 
» « Sir Chriſtopher and Sir Walter come forward. 


« Hold! we will avenge you. f 
« IWWhiſkerandos. Hold you-——or ſee your nieces 
« hl-ed! 


ould [Q Tle teus nieces draw their two daggers to ſtrike Mi 
berentles, the two. uncles at the inſlant with their tue 


e they ſwords drawn, catch their two" nietes arms, and turn 

the points of their ſwords to Whiſkerandoty who imme- 

! diattly draws two dug gert, and holds them to the two 
em. nieces” byſams.]J © | f 

bara. Puff. There's ſituation for you 1—there's an heroic 

group! You fee the ladies can't ſtab Whiſkerandog— 

the fact he durſt not ſtrike them for fear of their uncles— the 

h Don uncles dutſt not kill him, becauſe of their nieces I have 


; Entire» them all at a dead lock !—for every one of them is @« 
er, by fraid to let go firſt. 
zout the Sneer, Why, then they muſt ſtand there for ever. 
y mark! Puff. So they would, it 1 hada't a yery fine contriy- 
Enter WF ance tor't—Now mind * 

| Enter 
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Enter BEFET-ArEA with his Halberd, 
In the Queen's name I charge you all to drop 
% Your ſwords and daggers ! 
|  [ They drop their ſeords and daggers. 
Sncer. That is a contrivance indeed. | 
Puff. Aye—in the Queen's name. 
Li Chris, Come niece ! 
“% Sr Raleigh. Come niece ! 
| [ Exeunt with the tevo nieces. 
4 Whiſterandos, What's he, who bids us thus re- 
& nounce our guard ? 
„ Beef-eater. Thou muſt do more, renounce thy love! 
&« Whiſterandos. Thou lieſt baſe Beef-cater ! 
& Beef eater. Ha! Hel! the lie! 

By heav'n thou'ft rous'd the lion in my heart! 

« Off yeoman's habit !—bzſe diſpuiſe —off ! off! 

[Diſcovers himſelf, by throwing off his upper dreſs, and 

appearing in a very fine waiſtcoat. ] 

% Am I a Beef-cater now ? 

% Or beams my creſt as terrible as when 

„In Biſcay's Bay I took thy captive ſloop. 

Puff. There, egad! he comes out 10 be the very cap- 
tain of the privateer who had taken Whiſkerandos pri- 
ſoner—and was himſelf an old lover of 'Tilburina's. 

Dangle. Admirably manag*d indeed. 

Puff. Now, ſtand out of their way. 


; % Whiſterandes. I thank thee fortune ! that haſt 


„„ thus beſtow'd . 
« A weapon to chaſtiſe this inſolent. 
| Tales up ene of the ſwords. 
&« Peef-eater. I take thy challenge, Spaniard, and I 
4 thank 
% Thee, Fortune, too! [ Takes up the other ſword, 
Dangle. That's excellently contrived !—it ſeems as if 
the two uncles had left their ſwords on purpoſe for them. 
Puff. No, egad, they could not help leaving them. 
« IWhifterandos. Vengeance and 'Tilburina ! 


% Beef-eater, Exactly fo 
[They fight, and after the uſual number of wound: given, 


Whifterandos falls. ] 
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& JPhi/terandos. O curſed parry that laſt thruſt 
za ties a 
% Was fatal — Captain, theu haſt fenced well ! 
« And Whiſkerandos quits this bultling ſcene 
“ For all eter ' 
« Deef-cater. —nity— He would have added, but 
tern death 
& Cut ſhort his being, and the noun at once! 


Puff. O, my dear Sir, you are too flaw, now mind 


me,—Sir, ſha!] I trouble you to die again? 
% Whiſkerandes. And W hilkeraados quits this buſt- 
ling ſcene 
& For all eter. ———— | 
& Beef eater. - nity He would have added 


Puff No, Sir—that's not it once more if you pleaſe— - 


Whiſkerandas, I wiſh, Siu would practiſe this 
withou me I can't ſtay dying here all night. 
Puff. Very well, weil go over it by and bye L 
muſt numour theſe gentlemen! [ Exit Ii biſterundos. 
„ Berfeeater, Farewell brave Spaniard ! and 
hen NEX(oo— 


Puff. Dear Sir, you needn't ſpeak that ſpeech as the 


Beef-eater. That's true, Sir— cen Vil join the fl-et. 


Puff. If you pleaſe. [Exit Buef-eater. 
Now, who comes on? 


Enter Governos, . with his hair properly*diſordered. 
© Gov. A hemiſphere of evil planets reign ! 
* Ard every planet ſheds contagious phrenſy! 
« My Spaniſh priſoner is ſlain ! my daughter, 
Meeting the dead corſe borne alonp has gone 
«© Diltratt ! LA loud flouriſh of trumpets. . 
© But hark! I am ſummon'd to the fort, 
„Perhaps the fleets have met! amazing criſis ! 
* O Tilburioa! from thy aged father's beard 
Thou'ſt pluck'd the few brown hairs which time 
« had left | [ Exit Governor. 
Sneer, Poor pentleman ! 5 
Puff. Yes—and no one to blame but his daughter ! 
E 32. Dangle. 
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$2 
Dangle. And the planets 


Puff. True —Now enter Tilburina.— 
Scr. Egad, the buſineſs comes on quick here. 


atio. 
Sneer, Why in white fatir ?, 
Puff. O Lord, Sir—when a heroine goes mad, ſhe al. 


vas goes into white fatin-—dor't ſhe, Dangle ? 


D.mgle. Always—1''s a rule. 
Puff, Yes—bere it is— (locking at the book) * Fnter 
Til urina ftark- mad in white latin, and her coufidant ſtark 
mad in white linen.“ 


Enter Titguzina and Conripant mad, according ty 
euſtom. 

Sneer. But what the deuce, is the confidant to be mad 
too? | 

Puff. Fo be fore ſhe is, the confidant is always to do 
Whatever her miſtreſs does ;. weep when ſhe weeps, ſnule 
when ſhe ſmile:, go mad when the goes mad. Nou 
madam confidant—-but—keep your maqueſs in the back 
ground, i! you plceſe, 

% Tiburina. The wind whiſtles=——the moon riſes 
* ſee 

« They have kilPd my: ſquirrel in his cage 

« Is this a praſshopper ? Ha! no, it is my 

« Wh ſkerandos you ſhall not Keep him 

„ know you have bim in your pocket 

« An oyſter may be crofs'd in love l Who fays 

« A whale's a bird ?-Ha! did you call, my love? 

© — He's here! Hos there!. — He's every where! 

„% Ah me! He's no where! [ Exit Tillut ina. 
Pu. "There, do you ever deſite to fee any body inad- 
der than that ? 

Sneer. Ne ver while 1 lived 

Puff. You obſerved how ſhe mangled the metre ? 

Dangle. Yes—epgad, it was the firſt thing made me ſub 

pect ſhe was out of her {cnles, 
Sucer. And pray what becomes of her? 


Puff 


Puff. Ves, S Tuo ſhe comes in ſtark mad in white. 
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Puff. She is gone to throw herſelf into the ſea to be 
ſare—and that brings us at once to the ſcene of action, 
and fo to my catalt- yphe—=my: ſea-hghi, 1 mean. 

Sneer What, you bring that in at laſt ? 

Pi Yes—yes—you know my play is ca the Spa 
1% Armada, otherwil:, egad, I bave no occahon for the 
battie at all. Nou then for my magnificence l -m 


baitle ! —my abiſc!—and my proceſſion — Lou ate all 


realy ? | 
Frompter evithin. ' Ves, Sir. 
Huff is the 'Vhames dreſt? 


Enter Thamss with two Attendants, 
Thames. Here I am, Sir, 


Pup. Very well indeed See, gentlemen, there's a ri- 


ver fur you !—This is blending a little of the maſque 


with my trapedy—a new fancy you know—and verytuſe- 


ful in my caſe ; for as there my/! be u procefſien, I luppoſe 


Thames and all his tributary rivers to compliment Bri- 


tannia with a fete in honour of the victory. 


Sneer. But pray, who are theſe yertlemen in green. 


with him? 


Puff. Thoſe ?—thoſe are his banks, 
Sneer. His banks? ; 


Puff. Yes, one crown'd with alders, and the other 


with -a villa !—you-take the alluſions ?—but hey! what 


the plague ! you have got both your banks on one ſide 
Here, Sir, come round Exer while you we, Thames, 


go between your banks. ( Bell rings.) — There, foh ! now 
tur't !-—- Stand aſide my dear friends ! away Thames! 
Zit Thames between Lis banks, 


Fleur of drum: trum pets cannon, Nc. Scene 
changes to the ſea the fleets engage the muſic 


plays © Britons ſtrike home. Spaniſh fleet deſtroyed 


by fire ſhire, &c.— Engliſh fleet advances——muſi 
plays Kult Brilannis. — The | proceſſion of all the 


Engl fb rivers and their tributaries with Aar em. 


lieme, Fc. begins with Handel's water muſic--end; * 


e 
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with a chorus, is the march in Tudas Maccalæut. — 
During this ſcene, Puff direds and applauds every 
tbing hen] 
Puff. Well, pretty well but not quite perfect —ſo la. 
dies and gentlemen, if you plcaſe, we'll rehearſe this piece 
again to- morrow. 


CRT. nA DRore. 


FINIS. 


